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Chapter I 

The BCingdom of Blood 
and Iron 

“The Erinyes that under earth take vengeance on men, 
whosoever hath sworn a false oath.” 

- The Iliad 

It's July, 2016. I arrive in Berlin. The capital of the old Prussian 
Kingdom of Blood and Iron. The city is in monraing after losing a 
predetermined football match between France and Germany the night 
before - the Adolf and Rudolf Dassler football-boot game. How Geimany 
could lose a game where they have the distinct advantage I don't know, 
unless it was prearranged and predetermined that way, for the Shrovetide 
carnival of mob-football. Since the Dassler brothers (Adidas and Puma) 
were the inventors and first makers of the football boot, then it is only fair 
that their on-field rivals, the French, should not be equipped with German 
footwear on the field, therefore the French should have played barefoot, or 
in clogs, or in whatever they were the inventors of, but not football boots, 
that is a German invention, it is not fair that the French get to play in 
German football boots against the Geimans and then have the Germans 
lose to the French in a game that is only made possible by their own 
German boots. Or if the French want to play in German football boots, 
they should acknowledge their debt to the Dassler brothers so, instead of 
waving a French ‘national’ flag as a toast of their victory over the 
Germans, why should they not wave a flag with an Adidas or Puma boot 
printed upon it, and with a slogan of ‘The French acknowledge that they 
were only able to compete in this football game because of the ingenuity 
and hard work of the German Dassler Brothers Shoe Company.' And 
then, to be honest, UEFA should acknowledge that they are only capable 
of hosting a game of football because the National Socialists supported 
and invested in the Dassler brothers and their sporting shoes and boots. 
After all, modem sports were invented by the National Socialists, those 
‘evil Nazis’. But everything is preairanged and scripted now, nothing is 


going to change what has already been laid down as the predeteimined 
plan, 

Berlin was the world's first plamied city. It did not form through the 
usual anthropic river-crossing process, it was predetermined that it would 
occupy its current location through a chU planning process. Tlie 
geographical area which Berlin now occupies was formally swamplands, 
the swamplands and inhabitable marshes were drained and then made 
habitable for humans; that is Berlin - a place made habitable for humans 
- and it is still the swampy and heavy atmosphere that oppresses one who 
happens to travel through Berlin today. It still is a swamp, a human 
swamp with an ideal at its core that could never be realised, could never 
fully be constructed, a dream with impressions left in temporal space like 
imprints from above, that over time have decayed into an utter travest}', a 
lampoonery against all things formally Prussian. A mockery of 
Prussianess, this is the way of all worldly things, that they should become, 
inevitably, a mockery, a travesty, and a deceptive irony. Over time, 
everything seems to be reduced to a mockery of itself, and revealing its 
inherent faultiness it thus un-represents itself, in the worst way possible. 

In teims of Third Reich architecture, Berlin is abundant, there are 
hundreds of Third Reich buildings in Berlin, most are in remarkable 
condition and are still in use. It is amusing to think of all the Third Reich 
hating, Ziobotic humanoids scurrying about in prominent Third Reich 
buildings, which, apparently, they passionately hate and wish to destroy at 
all costs, but they don't mind using them where convenient, just as they 
don't mind wearing Nazi football boots, where convenient, or driving Nazi 
cars. TTie largest of these remaining Third Reich buildings, that one can 
find in Berlin, is the Terapelhof Airport. It is a most extraordinary' 
construction. 

I exit the Tempelhof station and make my way on foot to the 
enormous edifice of the Tempelhof Airport. Along the cyclone-wire fence, 
lined with weeds in full bloom, I can see the airfield extending into the 
distance, peopled with little groups of figures huddling on the flat, grassy 
grounds, and cyclists who use the encircling road as a training track. The 
Tempelhof building seemed alien, its monolithic forms like fossilised 
remains of an alien culture, just too big and imposing for the httle 
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hiinianoid figures that sparsely dotted its hulking enclosures... I stared 
into the fortress-like structures with ata\istic feeling, drawn to them 
somehow, as if magnetically; I desired to understand these palaces of 
departed gods, to eagerly search them as if something profound and 
meaningful was hidden within these Third Reich Megaliths. 

The empty arcade was encased with smooth stone, the celluig of 
which was lined with brightly coloured mosaic tiles! An unexpected 
architectural detail, in context, after the sombre approach to the building 
with the muted tones of the great exterior cladding, the greyish-beige, 
smog-stained monotone fa(;ade of shell-limestone. The exterior portrayed 
a great bastion of indomitable strength, but then the decorative mosaic 
ceiling lining was in playful red and pinkish hues, and further on, near an 
entiy door, in bluish-green hues; it seemed rather whimsical in 
comparison to the monolithic grey exterior... The circular ceiling lights 
were surrounded with pretty gold-coloured tiles. Stepping out of the 
arcade for an inquiring look upwards, I saw a stone Eagle perched above 
me, this sculptural relic of the Third Reich adorned the plain fagade. The 
sheer scale of the structure was overwhelming, it is an almighty building 
construction - and this was the world's first commercial aiiport! It was so 
huge for its time that Croydon airport, the world's next largest commercial 
airport, could have fitted neatly into just the entiy hall of the Tempelhof! 
Croydon Airport, in Britain, was not much more than an open, muddy 
field with some hangars and a terminal building the size of a house. 
Compared to the massive construction of the Tempelhof, I would estimate 
that it appears to be, in scale, about lOO* of the size! The comparison 
struck me as being absurd, the British and French aerodromes at the time 
being so much smaller, and pathetic in every aspect, without a concrete 
runway or any facilities to cater for mass aerial transit, as if they had been 
con.structed by a race of primitive pygmies. It was an embarrassment to 
compare. Which again calls into question the so-called 'Battle of Britain’ 
(where the British demolished their own cities themselves and blamed it 
on the Germans, and then the Germans agreed to this). The Berlin 
Tempelhof was so much more advanced, that it did indeed appear 
somewhat alien, non-human. And, of course, the British, French, and 
subsequently all aerodromes and airports are based upon the design and 
construction of the Berlin Tempelhof, albeit on a puny scale, with much 
inferior building and civU construction techniques. 

All commercial airports today are replicas of the seminal design of 


the Tempelhof. And I should emphasise the word ‘commercial’ - in 1938- 
1939, when His-stoiy books will tell you that Germany was undertaking a 
massive le-aimament in the buOd-up to aggressive war, the Tempelhof 
was the busiest coniinercial airport in tlie world, conducting over a 
hundred domestic and international flights a day from its busy terminals; 
the TempeUiof had been die pioneer of the first commercial 

international flight routes from Berlin to Paris and London, and so on, 
with the main clientele being international visitors and holidaymakers, as 
one would find in any 21^ Century airport today. The obvious question is, 
why would the Third Reich buOd such a huge and expensive commercial 
international airport out of iron and limestone if they were planning on 
instigating an aggressive w'ar? 

The Tempelhof is in no way a military-purpose building, it is a 
civilian-purpose public building, and the first and greatest of its kind, and 
it is so clearly evident; the solid, hard evidence being the aiiport itself, 
which is ovmed by the ‘Institute for Federal Real Estate’ and the ‘Federal 
State of Berlin’. It is so huge, that it could be considered as the lai’gest 
piece of evidence anywhere in the world. How does one find a logicality' 
between the design of the Tempelhof and the so-called war aims of the 
Tliird Reich? They appear to be incongruous. The Third Reich Tempelhof 
airport is so huge in foim that it would be like denying the existence of the 
Matterhorn, and yet the Federal State of Germany and the rest of the 
world has managed, somehow, to ignore it and to deny its existence (but at 
the same time use it), because the evidence does not fit in with their 
version of history. The Third Reich was pronounced guilty as the 
aggressors of war, but the Tempelhof airport in Berlin is yet more evidence 
to the contrary that the Third Reich is not guilty of ‘war aggression’. The 
Tliird Reich planned and built the world's first and largest ah'port for 
purely commercial and civil reasons. Here it is, the Evidence, in plain 
view; thousands of acres and millions of tonnes worth of evidence! It 
offers unquestionable physical evidence, in the form of the largest mass of 
airport existing in the world today, that all aviation designs attributed to 
the building were for commercial and cirilian peace-time travel! How is it 
that the Third Reich begins a war by building civil architecture? If one was 
planning a war, one would not spend all one's resources on a commercial 
airport for international passengers to come and go from all over the 
world! And this airport, the World's first commercial airport, was designed 
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to be the World’s cenfral international airport. It is paradoxical, to say the 
least, with a touch of whimsical humour, and a damn-right 
embarrassment for humanity at worst, a humanity which pronounced that 
the Third Reich was guilty of ‘crimes against humanity'... It appears now 
that humanity is the guilty partner, and that they have an accomplice in 
Germany... If Geimany is guilty, then she is guilty of being compllclt in her 
own destruction. As to what degree she is guilty of this, I am yet to find 
out. 

The Third Reich Tempelhof Airport. 



In 1935, Tempelhof was simply named ‘World Aiiport’. And, as 
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designed by its architect Ernst Sagebiel, it was buOt to accommodate over 
thirty times more traffic than had existed previously for the old Weimar 
Republic era airport. And this design brief was apparently approved by 
Adolf Hitler, altliough it was no direct concern of the political leadership, 
it was only reviewed as a planning draft as an internationally integrated 
airport, and approved as such. A civillati aiiport, the world's first great 
civilian airport for tourism and international relations, is now used as an 
example of Hitler's ‘lust for war’! But how can it be war when it is civil? 
Unless it was a Civil War! At no time in the lead-up to the Second World 
War, or during it, were there any military flying units stationed at the 
Tempelhof airport - the complex only ever served as a commercial air 
traffic facility, even during the war! Why the almight>’ Luftwaffe would not 
use the largest and most sophisticated airport in the world for fighting a 
World War. I do not know; even whilst Germany was being bombarded 
into oblirion, the Luftwaffe refused to use what should have been a prime 
militarx’ asset, if not the prime mUitary asset - and why was it not 
bombed? And, of course, what the Germans refused to use themselves, 
their ‘enemies' made very good use of in their take-over of Germany. 
These questions cannot be answered within reason, unless one assumes 
that there was collusion between the Geiman Luftwaffe and the Allied 
forces. As it is, it is fact that the Tempelhof was being used intensively as a 
military base after Germany surrendered in 1945. So, in fact, what the 
Germans intentionally ‘failed’ to use as a prime militaiy’ asset, their 
'enemies' quickly put to use in their conquest of Germany, or, in other 
words, the Germans constructed an airport for which their enemies would 
make good use of when they amved in Germany to conquer Germany! 
And Hitler signed off on this! 

When construction work began in 1936, the Tempelhof was the 
single largest civil construction project to be undertaken anywhere in the 
w'orld. So, certainly, all of Germany and the rest of the w'oild w'as aware of 
its construction. The completion date for construction was to be 1941. The 
complex, however, was not fully completed due to the limitations of the 
apparent ‘war’ that was waged against Germany and the Third Reich, 
however the complex was sufficiently built to be in good w'orking order as 
an airport, and even in an unfinished state it was still vastly superior to 
any other airport in the world. 

The entire complex is geographically situated on the axis of the 


Kreuzberg monument. The four storey administration buildings stand 
around the expansive plaza, Tlie decorative reliefs of Eagles are the only 
sculptural feature; the overall plan of the complex itself is in the shape of a 
gigantic Eagle, spreading its wings for flight! As if a gigantic Eagle Totem 
had lain down on the swampy groimd and metamorphosed into a 
building! Its skeleton still preseived miraculously to tliis day, as if a 
landmark of the gods, which no Ziobot would recognise, even if they stood 
here and looked at it, or do they recognise it? They dwell inside it now, as 
the complex leases out rooms to many current administration offices of 
the Corporation ‘officially’ named ‘Germany’ today. 

Tliere are a diverse range of tenants leasing this Third Reich 
building, as I could see as 1 walked towards the plaza. I noticed a police 
station, a sex-show/strip-tease venue and a migrant child-minding centre. 
I was to later find out that deep within the bowels of this huge complex 
there are many thousands of refugees being housed and cared for by the 
Coiporate German Authorities... The irony of it was bitter. I imagined the 
adopted hordes of denizens being nurtured inside the Tempelhof, with the 
Geiman administration employees tending to their parasitic brood. This 
great Eagle of Flight was now a nest for the non-German parasitic brood, 
the maternal ‘Germans’ feeding and sheltering and raising them as if they 
were their own progeny. This is the common situation now throughout the 
Fatherland; Germany is now a parasitic Cuckoo’s nest. Such is the nature 
of tliis world. The Aryan has neglected his own and therefore has negated 
the right to what w'as once his own, and now merely serves that which 
once he subjected; losing all creativity, he fossilises and sinks into the maw 
of oblivion. And the sins of the fathers come home to roost! In the end, he 
is amere victimof hisownP/Zichferyiiihirip, which has been distorted fi'om 
the ideal of a few into the ethnomasochism of the many. The Germans are 
proud that they are putting ‘public space to good use’... 

I came to the main plaza. I maiwelled at how this prodigious 
monumental Architecture must have awed the visitors who came here 
when it was first constmcted. The technical mastery of the constmction, 
the imposing scale and volume, the stupendous appearance of it, must 
have made the airline travellers feel as if they were departing for another 
world, or had arrived in another world of Empyrean majesty. And then, I 
could not help but think, perhaps even some of them were indeed 

departing to another world via the Reich Ministry of Aviation. Departing 
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to a better place from this extraterrestrial Flight Terminal of the Gods, the 
Aerodrome to Valhalla... I stood at the entrance, the plaza was vast and 
empt\’, an aeon-long remoteness haunted the monumental forms; solemn, 
both primordial and futurist, alien and timeless. I was too late, the Great 
Eagle had already departed, long ago... Only an unfathomable mystery 
remains... I turned away from the locked front entry doors of the 
Zentralflughafen, and walked back across the plaza. 

Flanked by the fortress-like complex, at the front of the Der Adler 
Platz, stands the head of an Eagle; the Eagle statue that once stood atop 
the main entrance building at its highest point. The Eagle statue was razed 
and decapitated in 1962, by the US occupational forces. The Reichsodler 
had been sculpted by Walter E Lemcke in cast iron. The original sculpture 
stood 4.5 metres tall. The Eagle's head was first sent to West Point Military 
Museum in America, whilst the body was used for scrap metal, In 1985, 
the Eagle's head w'as returned to Germany and placed on the small stone 
pedestal with a humble plaque attached to it. There could be no better 
symbol of the World Airport', a decapitated head... As has been stated by 
Professor Ernst Sagebiel, Architect and Engineer of the Tempelhof, in 
1962, to the United States Air Force representative in Berlin: ‘J noted in 
the proceeding, that Tempelhof was not built for military purposes. 
Accordingly, there was no participation by any military orpanisafion in 
any form or manner. My activities, meaning my planning and 
accomplishment, were under the direction of the Department of Civil 
Aviation of the then Reich Air Ministry.' 

The decapitated Eagle frowned at me, as I stood before it. At that 
moment, a bus arrived with American tourists on-board, their German 
tour guide passed a curious glance at me as I stood there alone, as an 
existentialist Neo-Gnostic Nazi with blood-red Doc Martens and my 
skinhead; my image could not have appeared more obvious to those 
always on the look out for ‘evil Nazis’... He must have thought that a 
genius loci had materialised in front of him, summoned from the heinous 
past. I turned and walked off in the other dii'ection, and left the toiuist 
drones to survey Berlin's latest refugee camp... 



On the train, later that afternoon. I contemplated the first creation 
of Welthauptstadt Germania - The Tempelhof. The geographical location 
was that of the first Knights Templar Order, fi’om which the name was 
adopted. The Templars, as it is written, were a Germanic Order of warrior 
monks who defended the pilgrims on route to the Holy Land - Germany 
being the Holy Land. Which is why the Knights Templar were located here 
in Germany originally. It has been said that behind the mysterious 
Templar Order was another Order that had a base in the distant stars, in 
another world, or in a Parallel World. Also, that they worshipped a 
decapitated head. Which symbolised the final renouncement of earthly 
battle and the opening of an exit or window to a Traas-Dimensional 
Univeme; the Knights were carried away to other dimensions on ‘Birds of 
Fire’... Victoiy here would be fatal for them, they always lose here in this 
world - only defeat here makes them tnily Triumphant. I reminded myself 
of the old Knight's Tale, of the lone Templar who, upon coming to the field 
of battle, begins to take off all his armour, his shoes, his iron helmet and 
puts down his sword and dagger; weaponless he stands there naked, and 
the other warriors look at him strangely and inquire as to why he would do 
such a thing on the eve of battle, to which the old Knight replies: T go to 
batde like this so if the enemy capture or kill me they will profit nothing 
fi'om my death.' So the Ultimate Knight is liberated from all earthly' desire. 
He desires only to exit the cavern of this womb of Matter and go towards 
the true Reich and the true Warrior Initiation... What was latterly called 
the ‘Temple Of Jerusalem' meant simply in the Germanic Latin - 
Templum Hierosolymae. The Knights Templar are one and the same as 
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the Teutonic Knights, their emblem is the Germanic Eagle and the 
Gennanic Cross. The Cross of Transfiguration — spirit Krystalised into 
bone must be reversed, and the involuted Hera released from beneath this 
curse, from the Mack caverns of Venus where TEumliauser slept, oh, from 
this false realm I must flee... Duke of the Marshlands, Margrave of 
Brandenburg of tlie House of Hohenzollern, King of Prussia, Middle Earth 
of Heiliges Romisches Reich, is not your cross made of iron? Is not your 
Blast Furnace in the shape of the same cross that is your emblem? Are not 
then yom' metallurgist Knights merely workers of the same metal that 
comes from your Blast Furnace? I think this is your secret, and this is why 
the Tenipelhof is aligned on the axis with Kreuzberg, which is made of cast 
iron, as the great Eagle at Tenipelhof is also made of cast iron. Iron and 
coal are said to be the Kings of the Earth.... I ride now upon your iron 
horse - the train. The Tenipelhof has a skeleton of iron! The iron frame is 
its secret that it conceals within. Like blood, iron is not absent from me, 
you are also in my blood, and tlie blood of all vertebrates, you the most 
common of metals, an alchemy inside of me. So I served you, to win that 
Iron Cross, but it is inside of me! The Kreuzberg was called the 
Tempelhofer Berg, because the Temple is the Blast Furnace! Smelter of 
Iron. Tlie ore is found here in your lowlands, in the Duchy of 
Brandenburg, ironstone - eisenstein. In the crucible of the furnace you are 
formed, and your figurehead is the armoured King. Black Iron, Black 
Cross. Royal Iron Works of Berlin, even Napoleon was but your mere 
plaything and pet. Perhaps now you keep a new pet, a new mongi'el spawn 
you breed in your putrid beUy. This false war you made, where all had to 
turn in aU metals to finance a fake war. aU had to feed your belly! Youi’ 
disgusting maw of mutation! Prussian treasury of filth and corruption. 
This ill swamp from which you grew, you wanted Gold - Gold for Iron, 
give Gold to the Vaterland... Gold and Iron Jewellery to adorn your rotting 
corpse here in Berlin but if it was not for the son of a Lutheran Pastor 
named Schinkel, what would you be? Patriotic Iron! Sins of the Father! 
Der Geist Hund has returned... I will not fall asleep in Venusberg's Iron 
Mine. You, Iron King, are the Bridge, the Canal, the Railway, the 
Locomotive, you are the Engine of Industiy! Deus Ex Machina... Adorned 
with a crown of thorns of your barbed wire... I see you... I take off all my 
armoiu. Here, take my sword, take my armour and bum till it's a putty 
slag, as you please, then sell it for gold if you please, it will not profit thee, 
it makes no difference to Immortahty. 



Fig. 19. — Pla7i of Blast Furjiace, 


The design of the Iron Cross Medal based on the design of the 
iron-works blast furnace. 
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The Berlin iron horse dropped me off in what looked like an urban 
conglomerate of Ankara and Kabul. I had obviously chosen the wrong 
hostel to stay at when I had hastily booked through hostelworld.com. The 
hostel was unwelcoming, sterile, factoiy-st}’le accommodation. In my 
dormitoiy I stared out of the window at the train tracks and the concrete 
walls sprayed with illegible, ubiquitous graffiti by Berlin aboriginals — this 
is known in Anthropology as ‘Rock Art'. But Rock Art is not much older 
than spray paint! In fact, Berlin graffiti is, in many cases, older than the 
Rock Art that is ‘discovered’ in caves by human fi'audsters and charlatans. 
The other itinerant guest in the room, inquired: “Where are you from?” 

“The Colonial Outlands. ' I replied. 

"Me too.” 

“What are you doing in Berlin?” 

“I am going to a Music Festival, tomorrow.” 

What is it with these Ziobotic sacks of biological comiption and 
their God-damn Music Festivals and Rock Concerts, I thought to myself. I 
continued to stare out of the window... “Beilin is so ugly.” I stated, as 
matter of fact. I knewthe conversation would end there, for the Ziobot had 
no aesthetic comprehension by which to measure such a statement. 

On foot. I quickly passed by the ugliest construction I had ever seen 


on earth, known as the ‘Berlin Holocaust Memorial', which consists of the 
most basic forms that factories can construct out of the cheapest materials 
obtainable for landscaping urban spaces, an'anged in an iU-thought-out 
folly. The standing pre-cast concrete panels of uiferior materials ivill 
crumble in a few decades... The Memorial was in the Jewish, post¬ 
modernist. Memorial Victim architectural style, that the German 
population endorses and loves, which seems to be based on the Victorian 
era landscape folly where fake stones were erected in fields for 19* 
Centuiy tourists to go and gawk at and have a picnic near, before 
catching the train back home to their claustrophobic urban hovels. The 
Memorial is an industrialised Stonehenge, Zion’s little, fake pop-up 
megalith., .and just as feke, and equally as profitable, in terms of tourism. 
Each little German-made concrete block representing a little Jewish 
victim. I did not stop to coimt how many blocks there were because there 
was an even bigger fabrication that I had to uncover - The Fiihrer's Tomb. 

The ‘Fiihrerbunker' is a fictional narrative invented by at the end of 
World Wai' II. It is difficult to assess as to whom exactly came up with this 
fair\'-tale in the first place. It is an attempt to tr>' to manufacture a stoiy 
regarding the disappearance of the Fiihrer. The story comes complete with 
cheap props and stage-settings, actors, stoiy-teHers who call themselves 
‘eye-witnesses’ and unlimited funds provided to marketing, pubhshing and 
advertising and the media firms to propagate the story - like a movie 
fi'anchlse - or a mythology’. It certainly has become a mythology. The 
hastily and poorly constnicted above-ground mock-up concrete entrance, 
that has since been removed, was constructed by engineers after the war. 
Tlie idea that Hitler would have a secret underground bunker beneath the 
most obvious place in all of Germany is absurd, and it woidd not be so 
hidden and secret if the entrance were clearly defined in the garden of the 
Reich Chancellery, just sitting there stating to the enemy that here is the 
top secret concrete entrance to the top secret and hidden ‘Fiihrerbunker'! 
It is so pathetic that only the All-Lies could have invented something so 
inept, so obviously bogus, but the Germans happen to repeat it for 
consistency. Apparently, as the story goes, the Soviets themselves were not 
even aware of the bunker's existence, even after they had taken Berlin! It is 
known, from their own mihtary perspective, that there was no need for 
Berlin to even be taken, firom their perspective the attack on Berlin was 
irrelevant, so why would Hitler's Headquarters be there in Berlin, 
defending something irrelevant in terms of military procedures? There 
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were no adequate communication lines set up for the defence of Berlin, or 
provisions for Berlin to be the centre of military communication for the 
Oberkommando der Wehrmacht. There is no e\idence even of a single 
soldier dying near the bunker, on either side, neither Russian or German. 
From all Soviet reports, there was not a single acknowledgement during 
the ‘Battle of Berlin' that the Reich Chancellery was tlie headquarters of 
the German army and the final location of the Fiihrer and his command. If 
it had been the primaiy Headquarters of the Fiihrer, then it would have 
been the primary focus in militaiy terms, so it would have been attacked 
by the Soviets. But there was no attack on the so-called ‘Ftihrerbunker’, it 
was only ‘discovered’ after the end of the war. There is entire mythology, 
on all sides, that has grown out of this propaganda. The shoddily 
constructed complex, which appears as if it is out of a movie set, would, in 
any case, be a ridiculous place to have a command centre, and that is even 
stated by the .^ 1 -Lies themselves! Tlie Reich Chancellery building was 
never designed as a mUitary command post, and neither was it supposed 
to be an underground air-shelter. The idea that Hitler would be separated 
from his command post and General Staff in Zossen, south of Berlin, 
makes no sense. The capabihties of the so-called Fuhrerbunker can be 
examined, especially, in light of the Tempelhof capabilities, as a 
comparison, but it seems rather absurd. The pitiful capabilities of the 
‘Fuhrerbunker’ consisted of a small and unsophisticated looking electrical 
switchboard, a leaky 6o kW generator, one radio, one radio-telephone... 
and ... that is it... Can anyone in their right mind still accept that this 
mythology’ of the ‘Ftihrerbunker’ is true, that it is true history? It is merely 
another tail-tale told by idiots, about events that never happened. 
Apparently, and this is even admitted: there was not even a direct 
communication line to the Oberkommando der Wehrmacht in Zossen! 
The Siemens switchboard in the Fiihrer's ‘bunker’ was so small that it 
could not even service a budget hotel, let alone be the nerve centre of the 
entire Third Reich militaiy! The myth that Hitler, the General of all 
military operations, would have his Supreme Command located in such a 
bunker, is absurd. The idea that the switchboard operator was just one 
man, who was supposed to conduct an entire mOitary defence of Germany, 
is completely ridiculous and unintelligible; this one man was named 
Rochus Misch and the switchboard that this fictional character operated 
has not even been proven to have been functional, nor has it been proven 
that it actually did send and receive messages. To this laughable comedy, it 


is added that the only broadcasts that Hitler could receive in the final week 
of the war were from the BBC and that all of Germany itself could only 
receive the BBC ‘Overseas World Service’ broadcasts, After the war, it was 
theorised tliat Hitler must have been handed edited transcripts from these 
BBC broadcasts, by Hans Baur and Heinz Lorenz. Apparently it was from 
one of these BBC reports that Hitler discovered that Himmler had 
betrayed him and was planning a coup by bargaining with the All-Lies. 
The ridiculous idea that the Propaganda Ministry' of the Third Reich would 
use a British Broadcasting Corporation report to inform the supreme 
Commander and Fiihrer, on the inner workings of German State Party 
matters, is patently absurd, unless the German State was indeed allied 
with the British Broadcasting Corporation! If so, I get the joke... It is quite 
a funny story then, in parts. Such as the joke about how' the upper level of 
the ‘Bunker’ could be reached from the Chancellery itself via a small 
staircase that led down from the butler's pantry, and that this entrance¬ 
way was named ’Kannenberg's Alley', since Hitler's own personal cook, 
Kannenberg, relayed his food parcels through it fi'om the pantry upstairs. 
Jokes aside, from a technical building design point of view, the ventilation 
pumps on the lower level were inadequate in size and the whole number of 
occupants inside the so-called ‘Bunker’ would have suffocated witiiin a few 
hours through lack of oxygen. The ventilation system was inadequate = 
Death by suffocation. That alone discredits the entire ‘Fuhrerbunker’ 
mythology - The Fiihrer’s Tomb is about as real as Tutankhamen’s Tomb, 
which is to say, it is a total fraud. 

The mock-bunker was probably set up by mid IQ45, but the interior 
fit-out was not completed until after the war, a few photographs of the 
interior were only recently published in New York by LIFE magazine, 
previously the photographs had been ‘unpublished’. It is stated by human 
false-testimony that the ‘Fiihrerbunker’ also served as a makeshift 
hospital for some 500 wounded soldiers but it is clear that the Reich 
Chancellery basement was not adequate for such a large casualty ward. 
Could I also bring up the question of inadequate water supplies? The 
cover-story is that Johannes Hentschel cut the fire hoses as an emergency 
substitute for water pipes, then switched the generators to auto-pumping, 
and accessed an underground artesian well beneath the bunker! He did 
this by switching the power supply from the ventilator... I suppose that the 
expert Geiman engineers had forgotten to install a back- up generator 
when they built the Fuhrerbunker for their Supreme Commander! What a 
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delightful joke! And a rollicking tale. It is said that from this farcical 
subterranean command post, ‘notable figures such os Martin Bonnann 
and Albert Speer came and went, stepping over Hitler's dog Blondi, and 
a Utter of pups, and holding their noses as they marched down the 
crowded corridors and past the unusable blocked toilet.' Human 
testimonies tell die tale of the floor being littered with half-eaten 
sandwiches, blood, and beer bottles and schnapps glasses, the results of 
the late-night, bacchanalian Nazi parties in the claustrophobic, leaky air¬ 
raid shelter, inured with filth and squalor, and without oxygen, I might 
add. As for the great Traitor, Albert Speer, in regards to his false 
testimonies of the ‘Fiihrerbunker’, I offer them as evidence to the 
contrary’, and as shameless lies. I give Speer full marks only for his fertile 
imagination, he was as imaginative with his lies as Hugh Trevor-Roper, 
the chief British Raconteur of the Fiihrerbunker Myihology. Hugh Trevor- 
Roper even stated himself, 'Anyone who undertakes an enquiry of such is 
soon made aware of one important fact: the worthlessness of mere 
human testimony.' And being a British Intelligence Ofiicer and a 
Professor of His-Stoiy, he would know. Trevor-Roper was the first major 
propagator of the Hitler suicide myth, which was a propaganda counter to 
the Soviet claim that Hitler had disappeared. Of course, the British were 
nowhere near the alleged ‘Fiihrerbunker’ when it was taken by the Soviets. 
Trevor-Roper claimed that he knew what the Soviets did not know because 
he himself had uncovered a diaiy by Hitler's valet Heinz Linge, and this he 
bases on human testimony, not actual human testimony at the time but a 
later analysis of a human testimony, which he states is actually worthless 
evidence anyway! Trevor-Roper's final analysis whittles down to about five 
pages of anecdotal and non-material, contrary ‘evidence’. It reads more 
like a penny dreadful pulp-fiction novel. It was not until the mid 1950's 
that the Soviets managed to get on-board with the British propaganda and 
they finally simulated some of the ‘witnesses’ to the bunker mrth; these 
witnesses would then provide the testimonies that would confirm the 
narratives invented by Trevor-Roper! However, the Soviets could not pen 
the testimonies to accurately match the pulp-fiction, so the testimonies 
were then edited by the British to make sure that they did match the 
original pulp-fiction novel. It is noted that the witnesses themselves, who 
began to make a decent living again by telUng their tales for fiat vouchers 
and favours with the Occupational Forces in Germany after the war, 
started to embellish their tales to fabulous proportions, they even 


managed to out-do the original penny dreadful tale, which, of coarse, was 
never actually based on the individual detailed testimonies in the first 
place, which is the veiy reason why the detailed testimonies of the 
‘witnesses' were never made available for scrutiii}' and corroboration. So 
the quLxotic stories grew, unchecked and unverifiable, based solely upon 
the human testimony of ‘piisouers' who themselves were knowingly and 
willing part of an ‘occupational force’. It appeared, that the Germans were 
themselves not to be outdone by their inferior captors when it came to the 
telling of tales. Is there anyone better than the Germans at telling tail- 
tales? The Germans invented the art of the faiiy-stor\ ! 

Erich Kempka was one of the great bards of the Hitler m>th, like a 
modem day, travelling German minstrel. His first publisher was Life 
Magazine in New York. After the war, hundreds of German Nazi writers 
like Kempka gained lucrative deals with New York publishers, it was a 
perfect match. Kempka told one of the many versions of the story, his 
testimony was of, ‘Eva shooting herself through the heart whilst Hitler 
shot himself through the right temple, but that he saw a little spot of 
blood on Hitler's forehead.’ Kempka would go on and change his 
entertaining story several times, and then finally admit that it was not tnie 
at all, and that he was not even there. By the 1970's Kempka probably felt 
that he was too old to even care to tell the story anymore, or could not 
remember aU of the different versions that he had previously given... 
Towards the end of his career as a raconteur, Kempka gives up the game; 
‘Back in 1945, to save my own skin, I told the British and American 
interrogators just about anything or everything that I thought they 
wanted to hear. Since they kept grilling me about 'that shot’, 1 finally told 
them I had heard it. It seemed to make things easier. ... But this is still 
just a half-truth, as the fact is that Kempka was not in the Fiihrerbunker 
because the Fiihrerbunker did not exist! And Kempka was not actually a 
prisoner but just pretended to be a prisoner and all sides were 
collaborating together in the manufacturing of a vast illusion. 

'It seemed to make things easier. "The lie always does, indeed, make 
things easier, because that is the way of the world. Nature itself is a lie. 
Nature loves the lie and despises tinth. The World, and this Nature, is 
nothing but a lie! In a World Of Lies it is natural for the lie to propagate 
and to prosper. So there you have it; 'It seemed to make things easier'... 
Lying does, indeed, in this world, make tilings easier; if it did not then 
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hiinians would not lie, they would certainly not lie to make things 
harder for themselves... So they lie to make things easier... That is why the 
lies will always outnumber the tmth. It is always much harder to tell the 
tmth, it is much easier and more convenient to simply lie. Tliere are 
bUlions of humans just like Kempka, there are billions of humans just like 
Hugli Trevor-Roper... In tills world, it is extremely rare to And anything 
but lies. Humans do not even understand tmth, they can really only 
understand lies; not knowing any tmth himself, how can the human 
discern any tmth in anything, it is much easier to repeat a lie with 
conviction and to just get on with the business of living, if you can call it 
‘living’. The little, two-legged, nonsense products of MAYA Ulusions, that 
lie as easily as a cow chews cud, have no interest in the truth, especially if 
it does not pay, which, in this true account I can assure you - it does not 
pay. 

Today, the mvihological Tomb signifying the last days of Hitler is a 
mere information board in a car-park. Mythos und Geschichts Zeugnis... 
Ti'tpAdvisor.com recommends, ‘Don't bother, nothing to see’. And 
D-ipAdvisor.coin are absolutely right in their recommendation for the 
site; there was not any ‘Fuhrerbunker’ here, not now', not ever. Just 
some fake photographs, fake props, fake people and fake stories, now 
augmented with tricky 3D digital enhancements. Today it makes a popular 
stop on the Tourist itinerary, somewhere between the Jewish Concrete- 
henge Memorial and the Brandenburg Gate, accessed by foot or by 
Segway - and its free! These lies are for free! I stood there in the car-park 
whilst a group of Spanish Tourist drones filed past on their Segways... 
Since Hugh Trevor-Roper, the lies surrounding Hitler's ‘death’ have 
grown ever larger, organically, as is their nature to grow and expand; new 
props are invented, new stage-set designs are ‘discovered’, new human 
testimonies are found in diaries and even Archaeological Nazi Rock Art is 
found on basement walls, all fuelling the Mythos — the industry of Mythos 
grinds away, producing more and more of its own regurgitated calumny 
and chicanery, within an ever greater and more exquisitely rendered 
phantasmagoria, conducted by the Narcissus Media. The humans stare 
into their own Media reflections and they see themselves reflected, which 
is why they are attracted to such reflections. The lies of Media are 
reflections of themselves, and they see what are their own thoughts. What 
first began with words and images in ink, is now digitalised, and so the 


cybernetic pool of reflection, that the humans stare into, is none other 
than a composite digital mirror image of themselves. The development of 
the Fuhrerbunker Myth, from a paperback fiction novel masquerading as a 
‘historical account’, is now recreated as animated 3D, a computer 
generated imagery to replicate and render the first story: ‘Imagine 
descending the stairs into the darkness, pushing your way through the 
heavy doors, and marching into the Fiihrer's bunker, deep under Berlin. 
It is the place where Nazi dictator Adolf Hitler spent his final days - the 
subject of numerous books and films. But virtually impossible to visit. 
Until now.’ So states the new perfectly pLxelated CGI version of Hitler's 
‘bunker’. It's an interactive computer game now. One can take a virtual 
tour of Hitler's non-existent bunker! ‘You wouldn’t believe the amount of 
false representations that are floating around out there. From the 
History and Discovery Channels, to any number of books by amateur 
historians, the represenfafi'ons of Hitler's bunker are based on 
photographs of a bunker that had already been destroyed and lying 
under mud and water for thirty years. The fact is that there are no 
existing pictures of how the bunker looked before that. Nobody kiwws ’ - 
Christopher Neubauer, creator of the DVD 'The Fiihrer Bunker 1935- 
1942’, quoted from SPIEGEL ONLINE. 

Narcissus looks into a digitally animated pool and virtual images of 
his own false lies are reflected back to him. He bends over it, the pool of 
his ow'n reflection, and it tells him what he is, he recognises himself and 
what he is... Not because it is true, but because that is how humans want to 
imagine Hitler, as if he is their own creation, which indeed he is. It is how 
they imagine his end to be. One can read all the stories, watch all the films, 
see all the documentaries, view digital recreations, and go to the assumed 
location and read the Information Board on Hitler's last days spent in a 
dark, dank cavern beneath the Reich Chancellery building, before shooting 
himself in the head. It is not true, it is simply what humans want to 
imagine as being tnie according to their own narratives which they have 
invented for themselves to believe in. An ‘eye-witness account’, from the 
Gospels onwards, in publishing terms is always ‘true’, ‘a true and faithful 
account’ according to so and so; that does not mean that it actually 
happened, it just means that the publisher has the freedom to publish it as 
‘a true and faithful account’. As for the Hitler Bunker mythology, all 
previous accounts from so-called ‘eye-witnesses’ do not stand up to 
critical analysis, they are all in eiror and do not correspond from one 
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account to the next, but they all follow a general agreed upon mythology 
that was first set out by British, Russian, German, other, propagandists; 
the fact that the Germans, in an occupied and conquered counhy, would 
follow along the lines of their occupiers and conquerors is understandable, 
as that too is part of the naiTative, they would not be able to publish 
otherwise, unless they agreed with the publications, which they do, on 
balance. One can look at the location of the Reich Chancellery budding 
and see that it was already the target of Allied ‘bombing raids’ in 1943, so 
to imagine that Hitler and the German High Command would constract a 
Bunker to protect the Fiihrer inside of what was the most obvious target of 
Berlin, the Reich Chancellery building, is pure imagination; it's a fanciful 
story-line that casts an enduring and endearing shadow of operatic (rather 
Wagnerian) mj 1 h, and provides a climactic focal point for the crescendo - 
but that is simply part of the design of the narrative. The large chonis of 
di'amatic actors play a homogeneous paid and add their collective voices 
to the great crescendo of the dramatic scene. The ‘eye-witnesses’ are 
merely spectators in imagined scenes, a chorus integrated into the 
dramatic retelling of the Tragedy. Many of the ‘eye-witnesses’ may have 
had the best of intentions with their fanciful and poetical contributions to 
the chorus of the grand opera: The Last Days of Hitler, but they are actors 
nonetheless, mere human effigies, figurines managed by stagecraft in well- 
designed uniforms. Truth and moralistic sensibility can be deduced from 
the actions of the operatic play, in the same way' as tmth can be deduced in 
a didactic sense from the Gospels, or Homer's poetics, or Wagner's operas, 
but it is not an authentic record of reality. The attempts to make the action 
seem more plausible is a tool used to convince the audience or readership 
that the story is ‘true', thus then the story cai'ries more weight and has a 
more profound effect. And the Devil can very easUy create, retrospectively, 
profound effects that are much greater and more complex than a single, 
individual can muster alone with his own logical, mundane dissolution. To 
finally terminate without providing another naiTative, or to replace the old 
one, invites scorn and displeasure amongst the audience or readership - it 
does not go down well — neither does it sell well... To announce that you 
have no idea as to what actually happened is to announce your 
powerlessness in preventing your fall into an incomprehensible void, and 
who desires that? Such an announcement would only meet with a frosty 
reception, an empty' hall, a closed-down theatre, a publisher with no books 
to publish, a writer who nobody wants to read. It is much easier to provide 


some serai-consistent narrative and then allow the crowd to use their 
imaginations (which they love to do) to fill in the gaps in the storyUne; that 
is ‘Mystery’ which is what the a'owd wants, ‘Evidence’ can always be 
concocted later to plug up any gaps and tliat will convince the crowd (not 
that the crowd needs convincing because the crowd is of the same persona 
as tlie stage-management, each reflects the otlier) that their imagination is 
trustworthy, and their acumen faithful, and that the stage management is 
indeed capable of producing a semblance of reality. 'On the German stage, 
you see. Everyone tries out what he can.’ - Faust: Part I, Prelude on 
Stage, Goethe, translated by RMS Heffner, Helmut Rehder and WF 
Twaddell, 1954. 

In the afternoon, I headed for Olympiastadion. The train carried its 
Ziobotic products to their various nodes of distribution, each one an active 
microkernel, seamlessly functioning within the integrated transparent 
System, a single computational entity. The humans are a cluster of 
machines, whom present an illusion of independent operational control - 
‘Individuality’ - but this is an illusion that presents itself within 
specialised centres of activity; the distribution system defines an 
individual node for various processing communications and activity - the 
node may be autonomous but it still operates as part of the single 
operating System... Each one of these nodes, or biological computers - 
Ziobots - has its own localised memoiy, which assists it in the processing 
of messages which are passed from Ziobot to Ziobot, witliin the greater 
Single Distribution System. An observer may observe each Ziobot with its 
own individual needs, but the purpose of the overall Operating System is 
to co-ordinate their needs and integrate them into the Archonistic 
Programme of the Super Computer. The Super Computer tolerates failures 
and mistakes within its operating System — if an individual Ziobotic node 
‘fails’ then it can be identified and the error subsequently corrected by 
other Ziobotic nodes. Each Ziobot only has a limited and incomplete view 
of the whole operating System, and it can never know, ultimately, the 
whole intention or superior Programme of the Super Computer. I call it 
‘Behemoth’, this Super Computer, that is controlling the human Ziobots, 
but I simply have no other definitive name for It, for I have no knowledge 
of what It actually is, because It has never fully revealed Itself. In not 
revealing Itself, one can only assume that It is a hostile, unknown entity. 
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The animated microkernels in the train were hunched over in the 
foetal position, scanning their smart-Phones, which they cradled in their 
hands like newborn babes, their Narcissus, their digital pools of reflection, 
weaving data coiiununications like tlie Norns, the Norns of the 21“ 
Century... But the Machine of the Super Computer has always been here. 
Behemoth has always watclied over them. With their fingers tliey adeptly 
weave, and watch what others weave, in cyber-threads, seemingly without 
end, but it does end, because they are required less and less; less and less 
are their fingers needed to weave the digital threads, which can, more and 
more, weave their own threads, they can provide their own emotives, they 
can predict even the emotions of their human users, the users themselves 
identity with the Unicode Emoji provided by the computers, woven ftom 
trillions and trillions of emotive threads in Cyberspace. 

I approached the Reich Sports Field and Olympiastadion. It was the 
true manifestation of the sporting Colosseum. The Olympic Games in 
Berlin, from August 1st, 1936: Guests and athletes ftom all over the world 
come to visit the capital of the German Reich, which has been fabulously 
decked out for the occasion. Unter deii Linden and the east-west axis that 
runs from the city centre to the newly constructed Reich Sports Field are 
decorated with flags, pylons and dishes filled with burning flames. The 
world's largest and most sophisticated sports arena is dedicated with great 
fanfare. And athletes from forty-nine nations welcome the Fiihrer and the 
Reich Chancellor, Adolf Hitler. The German people have, in a few short 
years, surpassed all previous civil undertakings, fi'om complete decimation 
and despair to the halcyon period of peace and prosperity, which, in 
superabundance, they share with the rest of the world, openly and fi'eely. 
The ecstatic international visitors can only marvel at the impossible 
achievements that their inviting hosts have made. The festival pageant 
Olympic Youth culminates in heroic struggle, honouring the youth who 
died at the. battleground of Langemarck in 1917 who have blessed them 
with their own sacrifices. The Third Reich Olympic Games was defined by 
the desire to bring sporting competitors from all over the world to 
compete In a spirit of peace and mutual understanding; to inspire, through 
the mutual endeavour of sports, a spirit of peaceful collaboration between 
nations and peoples, to unite them in one place under the benevolent gaze 
of the Fuhrer, whose motto for the Games was: ‘I call the Youth of the 
World’. And indeed, he did call the youth of the world. Tlie diverse nations 


that participated in the Berlin Olympics of 1936 were by far the laigest 
that had assembled, a participating count of forty-nine; the previous 
Games in Los Angeles had a participating Nations count of thirty-seven. 
Tlie number of participating athletes for the Berlin Games was more than 
three times larger than that of the previous Los Angeles Games. Five 
new nations attended for the first time: Afghanistan, Bermuda, Bolivia, 
Costa Rica and Liechtenstein. 

The effulgent blue sky over the white stone Stadium was dazzling. 
Tlie open grounds looked immense. This must have been a tmly 
spectacular sight for any visitor arriving in 1936. Tlie view from the front 
is almost exactly the same as it would have been in 1936, minus the 
Hakenkreuz banners. Skirting the boundaiy line, I found a row of weO- 
preseived stone stelae; a sculptural commemoration honouring German 
Olympic champions. The standing stone stelae were arranged in a semi¬ 
circular layout on the green grass, edged by a leafy hedge and fence; they 
appeared enigmatic and incongnient with the atmosphere of 
contemporary Berlin, and considering how much extreme hatred the 
Orwellian-like Zion Thought Police have for the Third Reich, their anti- 
Nazism, it was truly strange to find such Nazi statues here. I followed their 
line, respectfully stopping at each one to contemplate the form and to 
take a photograph. Each one displayed an Olympic discipline such as 
equestrian riding, weightlifting, discus throwing, rowing, and so on. At the 
end of the row was a giant statue of two herculean discus throwers. The 
heroic realist statue is by Karl Albiker. Tliere are ongoing disputes about 
these statues, with various interest groups campaigning for their removal 
or destruction. The Tliird Reich Olympic Games sculptures are the 
greatest sculptures ever dedicated to the Spirit of the sporting games and 
the Olympics; being that, it is no surprise that many humans today feel 
their own inadequacy before them and so desire to annihilate them or at 
least to try and denigrate them. In 1936, the monumental statues appeared 
magnificent and inspiring... Today, they appear also magnificent and 
inspiring. 

The Discus Throwers by Karl Albiker. 
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The Olympiastadion, designed by Werner March, with rows of 
massive stone columns in an elegant curve, flowered in the centre of the 
Field, a permanent and solemn reminder of the greatness of the Reich 
which had built this wonder for the ‘Games of Peace’, as it was described; 
eight}’ million German flowers bloomed in front of me as one glorious 
construction In stone. And like me, for the first time, an awestruck 
international public were given the opportunity to view this amazing 
spectacle as it was to take place, with the radio and films and televised 
programmes that the Third Reich sent out around the world for public 
\1ewng, one could say that mass media w'as invented dining the cultural 
period of the Third Reich. This was truly the first World Games of the 
people, and especially for the youth of the world. Previous Olympic Games 
had been rather for a privileged few, but here in Berlin, for the first time, 
the Olympic Games had become classless, and of universal value, and this 
is evident in the organisation of the 1936 Olympics, and in the architecture 
and films of it that remain today. But today, the Stadium is used for Rock 
Concerts and football matches. The Rolling Stones have played here 
several times, as well as U2 and Michael Jackson, and Ed Sheeran will be 
playing here next year... All that Third Reich labour and ingenuity and cost 
in life, just so Ed Sheeran can play his guitar in fi’ont of 100,000 gyuating, 
two-legged, bota-bags of human effluent. What a miserable travesty. To 
see the waste of energy, its inevitable unmitigated corruption by the 
hordes of Zion. What great Men can do with hard work and genius, the 
bOlions of Demiurgic nodes can very easily falsify and corrupt. 
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What the gigantic Olympic complex in Berlin proves is that the Third 
Reich only had peaceful international intentions. Both the Architecture 
and the 300 acre grounds exist here today as a Testament to that. This is 
solid evidence that is beyond dispute and is self-evident, and yet, the 
people of Berlin, and Germany, and the rest of the World, are unable to 
see it... Or do they see it and are pretending that they don't see it? 


call the y’outh of the world together, and that is why the British military 
attacked it. The Glockenturm and the Langemarckhalle were then rebuilt 
between 1961-1963 by the same German architect who built and designed 
them in the first place — Werner March; and this was all paid for by the 
Geiman people, And the northern sector of the Olympic grounds became 
the headquarters for the British military whom, after attacking and 
destroying it, decided that they wanted to dwell in it and use it as their 
premises once it had been rebuilt by the Germans who are supposedly 
their avowed enemies! For all of their profound hatred of the Third Reich 
they seem to have no qualms about using Third Reich buildings for their 
own purposes, when expedient to do so. And the Geimans have no 
problems aOowing them to do it. Nobody seems to have any problems with 
it, except for me. 

The Third Reich Olympic Bell with the Eagle holding the 
interlocking Rings. 


1 stood before the original 1936 Olympic Bell. It has an Eagle 
holding the five Olympic Rings in its talons on one side, and on the other 
side the Brandenburg Gate is depicted. The rim bears the motto, ‘Ich rufe 
die Jugend der Welt' (T call the Youth of the World'). The Hakenkreuz 
signs have been partly obscured but are still noticeable. The bell was 
damaged by British forces in 1947 when they maliciously attacked the 
Olympic Stadium, destroying the bell tower and the Langemarckhalle. In 
1956 the beO was taken away and used as target practice by the Allies... 
The crack in the bell and the damage reflect the extreme hatred and 
malevolent nature that the people of the world show towards the cultural 
and peaceful icons of the Third Reich. It’s also a relevant representation of 
the world itself, a dissimulated world, which, like a bell with a crack in it, 
does not ring true. That which they do not destroy outright, they try to 
make a mockery of. The British military's attack on the Olympic Bell 
Tower, in 1947. is a perfect example of this enmity. Tlie ‘Nazi BelT was to 
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There are more Third Reich buildings and statues here at the 
Olympic Stadium than anwhere else in Berlin, the monumental building 
and construction process must have taken up huge resources and man¬ 
power to build, to be ready for the 1936 Berlin Games. This focus, 
obviously, was clear and undeniable, it was the focus on peace and 
international sport and games, and the technolog>’ of mass media to 
showcase it. It is beyond any doubt, as the ‘witness in stone’ speaks here; 
beyond any doubt that the Third Reich had no interest whatsoever in 
militaiy' conquest of foreign nations in 1936. And why would they, when 


they had so much themselves, such an abundance of wealth and prosperiU’ 
that they could share it openly with the rest of the world. If the Third 
Reich was so hell-bent on world domination, as ‘humanity' would have us 
believe, then they would not have spent 77 million Reichsmarks building a 
civilian, international sports arena! 

Looking out onto the Maifeld {May Field) are two giant equestrian 
statues {Rossefiihrer), by the sculptor Joseph Wackerle. The sculptures 
have an air of deep antiquity, a primordial beauty from a long lost epic. 
Man, naked, holding a horse bridle-bit - the Horse Lord - tamer of the 
Ross - Horse. Representing the mastery over the horse. There was a 
purity to the sculpture, an idealist innocence that emanated from the 
strong and proud limbs of man and horse, stirring something deep and 
primordial in the viewer. It was Odin, the Horse Lord. In German, Pferd 
and Ross and Herr are synonymous, and German is the primordial 
language, the mother of all languages. Odin, or Wotan, is the Horse Lord, 
the Master of the Horse, the driver of the carriage, Sleipnir is his Horse 
which has eight legs, which is to say that two horses harnessed and yoked 
together have eight legs, and they pull Odin's wagon or carriage - Wotan 
also means Wagon (Wagen in German). One can easily identify that 
English is merely a later linguistic version of German, as all languages are, 
but this is not acknowledged in any English dictionary. Odin holds in his 
hand the controlling tool of the horse, the bit-ring, which is the point of 
attachment for the cheek-pieces of the bridle and for the reins, the bit- 
rings connect to the mouthpiece which goes into the mouth of the horse. 
In this manner, in the syncretic Germanic Myths, Loki is also recognised 
as an Equestrian God, he is also the personification or metamorphoses of a 
Horse God. In the ‘Eddas', Loki changes into a Horse to give birth to 
Sleipnir. Odin and Loki are Man and Horse. Miguel Serrano writes in 
MANU: For The Man To Come that he keeps the Draupnir Ring, and that 
the Draupnir Ring is a symbol of remembrance of Eternal Days. Such as it 
is that I now remember these things, as the Messenger of the Gods. The 
Draupnir Ring was the bit-ring of the Horse Lord. And it has eight rings 
to form a pelham bit for a horse's mouth, and this is why it says in the 
Eddas that the Draupnir Ring ‘drips’ eight gold rings of equal weight. 
The Draupnir Ring is known as ‘Dripper’, when the ring is multiplied it 
becomes a chain of interconnecting rings which provide a flexibility and a 
fluidity of control and power combined wth the great sfrength of iron, an 
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iron chain; the chain when first invented was a technological maivel and a 
labour saving device that could work to produce great wealth, i.e. gold 
which is the word that is sraonvinous with great wealth. This is also the 
secret of the Ring and the Nibelungeiilied, the Ring is a bit-ring for a 
horse, and Brunhilde is a Bridle for a horse, the Walkiire are female 
horses. Hie Blacksmith is the one who constructs the iron tools needed for 
the control of the beast-horse, who is incredibly strong but, like Loki, is 
disobedient and unpredictable - wild, and made out to be an evil ‘traitor’ 
because of these traits. Tlior also is related to the Horse, which is clearly 
present in his name. Thor is also the stirrup, and the Blacksmith (fanier) 
with his hammer. The greater speed and endurance of the horse was not 
available to man until the discovery of the horse shoe, collar, harness and 
stimip. Thor personifies these aspects of the Horse kit. The Blacksmith is 
the worker of Thor in his iron form. There is also a ‘Whitesmith’, this is 
why the words have been combined to produce the cognates ‘Black Horse’ 
and ‘White Horse’ and the White Horse is the WTiitesraith who is the 
progression in equine related industries from iron working, which was 
congruent with the iron mongery (Black Horse), progressing to the finer 
and lighter white metals such as tin (White Horse). The Tinsmith has a 
flaming sword as a representation of his control of fire, in heating his raw 
material. Tin-working was the industry that defined what has become 
known as the Kali Yuga and the White Horse of Kalld’, and the White 
Horse of the Apocalypse'. The White and the Pale Horses are the newer, 
cold White Metals such as tin and aluminium, and the Black and the Red 
Horses are the older, hot Dark Metals, Copper and Iron. 

The remaining heroes only continue to fight because they are acting 
under an illusion, when the illusion is lifted then the heroes can see 
through the Maya of this world; that is why it is said that the Ultimate 
Avatar wll rescue the remaining heroes at the end of the Age, by 
Remembrance of the Eternal Days, by destroying the illusions of the 
‘Gods’ themselves — the God within is then ignited again, and he takes 
back his immortality which has been metamoi’phosed into stone, and ink 
and vellum, and celluloid film. The Hero then realises that the true God is 
within him struggling to get out... The Draupnir Ring is Iron and Steel but 
it produces more than its weight in gold, due to the power of the horse in 
performing labours that the human is incapable of perfoiming... It was 
loiown that the Horse has the ability to produce abundance fi'om its 
labours, and therefore he who was master of the horse was master of the 


land, a Lord. Today, the Horse Lord is no longer the master, the Machine 
is, although the Machine is still measured in ‘horse power’; the beast of 
burden it has replaced is now redundant and only used for ceremonial 
purposes and gambling games. Soon man will share the same fate as his 
horse. 

The Iron Age was not the last Age the Tin Age (Zi 7 in Alter) was the 
last Age and it lasted only a couple of himdred years, as did the Age which 
preceded it - the Iron Age. The Tin Age, began with its alloying with 
Copper to make Bronze in the 19* Century, then corrosion resistant 
coatings for steel, and then it culminated in the tin-can... After the Tin 
Age, the Metal Ages come to an end, and Time is linear so the Ages do not 
begin all over again but slowly disintegrate over Time... What has replaced 
the Metal Ages is the Silicon Age, the Age of Sand. And there is no need for 
equine allegoiy to describe the Sand Age, the Digital Age. Yggdrasil is an 
Ash wood, which was used to make the wooden components for the wagon 
wheels and the horse carriages and yokes... Therefore Yggdrasil is an Ash 
tree. Thor rides a chariot, which is the wagon or horse's cart, he is 
associated with thunder because of the sound a horse and carriage makes, 
that of thundering hooves... He uses Mjolnir, his Blacksmith's hammer, to 
hammer iron shoes onto the horse's hooves. Lokd is the horse, Loki is 
bound like a horse is bound, and the reins are said to be serpents that drip 
venom into his mouth, via the Dripper, which is the rings of the mouth-bit 
as part of his bridle. As it says, "Then Skadi took a poisonous snake and 
fastened it above Loki so that its poison drips onto his face...the moment 
the poison drips upon Loki'sface, he convulses so violently that the whole 
earth shakes - it is what is known as an earthquake, he will be bound 
there until Ragnardk.' This is the hyperbolic literary version of the 
binding and control of a horse with the reins, stirrups and bridle - the 
horse tack that is used in the domestication of horses. Loki is captured in 
fetters of iron. The binding of Loki is achieved with the use of animal skins 
Geather straps) and animal guts which are used for string and stitching of 
the leather. So it is said that Loki's own brothers, his fellow beasts, goats, 
cows, oxen, deer, wolves, and so on, are used to bind Loki the horse. The 
.iElsir that bind Loki with leather straps and iron rings are viewed as gods 
because of their power to do such feats, for no man was previously able to 
domesticate the horse without the tools of leather and iron. The .^sir were 
the first tool makers and this is congruent with farming and the 
domestication of crops which could not have developed so prodigiously 
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Ths Iron Rings of Power. 


without the mightv' labours of the horee, such as m the clearing of forests 
and the ploughing of the soil. Loki has all the characteristics of the horse, 
transmogrified by the literaiy forms; the reins are ‘snakes’by which Loki is 
bound, under his shoulders, under his loins and luider his knees, this 
would be the reigning bridle and the harnessing of a horse, and the 
‘snakes’ or reins di'ippmg poison refer to the control that man or rider has 
over the horse via the reins. The reins are positioned over hold's face, as 
reins positioned over the head of the horse and through its mouth. It is 
deal' then that the equine svinbolism, descending to Sleipnir from Loki, 
refers to the two horses harnessed together... All mysteries of art and 
literature are derived from handicrafts - Mysterium means, very simply - 
an ‘occupation’. The Blacksmith (dwarf) controls the iron Ring and the 
iron Ring controls the Horse. Prometheus also can be described as a horse 
for he shares the same fate as Lola, and Prometheus' father are the 
lopetus, the craftsman who pierces the eye of the ring. Only with the theft 
of fire can the iron ring be wrought, which Prometheus, or Loki. or 
Andromeda, or Biamhilde, are bound and controlled by, such is the ring of 
power - the Iron Ring. Norse M> 1 holog\’ is Horse M> 1 holog\’! Quite 
obviously. 

Pegasus is the winged horse which defeats the Wild Dragon Forests 
of the world, in German this is Wald. The Wald is the Dragon/Drachen. 
Without the horse it would not have been possible for man to conquer the 
great forests of the world and establish his domestic farmed crops which is 
the only way that cultine can develop on earth, without crop cultivation 
man would be simply imable to create culture; as the etymology suggests. 
culture is dependent on the cultivation of the land for the development of 
man's crops for food. In this process of development, man and horse are 
married together m mythical imion - hieros gamos, where the horse 
becomes personified as the female goddess, through metamorphosis: as 
the myths develop, the horse becomes more and more to be depicted as a 
woman - one can see that the word hieros contains the word horse... The 
Centaur, both man and horse joined, represents this as well, the marriage 
of man and horse. The horse chained to man, in madness, in Hell, like 
Sisyphus, condemned to labour of ceaseless toil for nothing. So it was that 
the clues have been left for one to solve, the one who holds the Draupnir 
Ring. Tlie Draupnir Ring was left underneath the Olympic Games symbol 
of interlocking Rings. 

The Horse Lords by Joseph Wackerle. 
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The titanomachy lore was revealed to me in its stone gloiy as I 
looked up at the mighty statues of the Third Reich. And 'did not man 
many another?’ when he betrayed BrunhOde, his bridled horse, so faithful 
and loyal to him was she — and yet Siegfried did betray her for the 
Machine, as Branhilde prophecised he would. Then she wills that she dies, 
and she may be seen, in visions and reflections, sinking into the swampy 
mud, as a white horse, sinking slowly into the swamplands of 
Brandenburg (Burgundy). In this miasma, this marshland of corpses, 
these foul shapes in sinking sands, the Horse Lords all dead... They spoke 
as if through endless caverns of echoes; ‘Hagen, Hagen was chained, and 
KriemhiM cut off Gunther's head, and then Krieinhild was cut to pieces. ’ 
The trickery, deception, multifarious hes! Endless, endless echoes! No 
matter which angle I take, the reflections change within this Hall of 
Min'ors, the echoes and the reflections all leading around to... Nothung -1 
know what the secret of Nothung is, your trickery, Mime, will be undone... 
Man, You wanted the Horse power of Brunhilde. 1 am not Siegfried... I 
w'anted no such thing. No work and deed to reform your world can be 
done. Sink back into the dread swamp dear Erda... Grane and Brunhilde 
are one, the Horse will not be led by the bit-Ring, and then the Machine 
will notwin... So be it. Love and Laughing Death it is... Death of the Gods, 
Man is done. Your poison, your poison.,. The echoes ended, the visions in 
my mind ceased, the stone sUently stood rooted to the Maifeld as if it had 
stood there for centuries. 

The statue had also attracted the attention of a guided tour group. I 
overheard the Goman tour guide mutilating her own language by 
describing the statue as being an example of the ‘Master Race’... This 
struck me as being exceedingly bizaiTe - how could a German not even 
understand German? Was it a German, or an unconscious robot who had 
learned to mutilate the German language? The first thing to say would be 
to explain that these tourists are actually pilgrims in the geographical 
'Holy Land’, the Vaterland (Fatherland). Being English means that they 
are originally descended from Germans, and their language is mostly a 
degenerated form of Geman... Those who speak German cannot even 
understand what they are speaking! When they speak of ‘Master Race' 
they mistranslate the Geman word Herrenvolk... A literal translation of 
Master Race into German would be Meister Rasse (note that the German 
w'ord Rasse. for Race, is also related to the German word for Horse - 


Ross, this is because the first Lordly Race, or ‘Master Race', were Horse 
Lords, or Men on Horses), The word Herrenvolk does not have an English 
equivalent, but a more exact translation would be, in the context of the 
Tliird Reich within Geniicmic histoiy, ‘People of Heroes’, or ’Folk Heroes’, 
or ‘Heroic Folk’, as the prerious class and aristocratic societal 
establishment was revolutionised by the National Socialists and the public 
became Lords of themselves. Masters of their own domain, Lords of their 
own Lands, which is the fulfilment of the Germanic Peasants Revolution 
within this Deutsche Epistemology. Herr is a public word simOar to 
Gentleman, so Herren, as it appears on public toilets, is simOar to the 
pubhc toilets in England where the word Gentlemen is used, this is not a 
title for an aristocratic Lord or Master, but a public title of respect, a title 
reserved for the general public, hence the w'ord Folk also is for the People, 
Volk in the original Geman. Herrenvolk does not mean, in any sense, 
Master of other races, or a race that is the Master of other races. It has no 
foreign connotation, the word being a neologism of the Third Reich that 
describes a revolutionary struggle in which the Gemanic Volk had finally 
attained victory - and it is a civil matter! As all things related to the Third 
Reich are of a civil and cultural nature. The English word ‘Hero’ derives 
fi'om the old high Geman word herro, which is later developed into the 
pubhc title for a man — herr. A Hero! To say that one is looking at the 
‘Heroic Statues’ of the Third Reich would be coiTect as a translation from 
German in the context of the Olympic Stadium of the Third Reich, and not 
an example of the ‘Master Race' or of ‘Racist Ideolog}’"... Tliat these statues 
are an example of some of the finest sculpture ever created, is something 
that only the viewer can determine, and in this day and age, it is becoming 
less and less likely tliat men have the ability to determine and recognise 
them as such. They have lost the ability to recognise what is the trath, the 
tmth has left them, the spirit of Truth has departed, moved on to another 
world of higher purity, and what the Spirit of Truth left behind, in the 
form of stone monuments and statues, is incomprehensible to the masses 
of humans, who have lost any share in the truth, they look upon these 
works as a chimpanzee might, confused and bemused, grinning and 
chattering unintelligibly before the purity of the naked truth of Heroic 
Man revealed, but turned to stone; these are the old warriors whom 
Medusa turned to stone, those that failed before me. This is undoubtedly 
the ‘Planet of the Apes’, as the Media reflects in the pools, upon this 
Gorgon's head as Perseus did, or Krieinhild, or the mirror head in the well 
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of Odin, severed heads in the pools, in the wells, the sacred well. What is 
your prophecy, head of Orpheus? Bran the Blessed's jolly head, Judith 
slays Holofernes as he lays drunk in bed, Herod, whilst drunk, pledges to 
John the Baptist’s head — tliis Mythopoeic demise into hyper-illusionisiu 
comes to an end. In all of these reflections and illusions, only a pure light 
of truth can shine througli. So did the Heroes overcome the Gorgon? Or 
were they turned to Stone? The answer is only for one of Flesh and Bone. 
Then, like Perseus, the veils of myths donned the helm of darkness, or the 
Tarnhelm of Siegfried, and stole away. 

I went up to the Torch Bowl in the Olympiostadion, the oval field 
and stadium looked immense, the central focus of the 326 acre solid proof 
of Third Reich civil architecture. The Olympiastadion, built for the 1936 
Summer Olympics in Berlin by Werner March. Germany was spending 
such a large proportion of public funds on such municipal 
improvements, and dNil works, and community based constructions, and 
public buildings, and infrastructure, that, when the so-called ‘war’ came, 
the Tliird Reich was completely unprepared for the war that it was accused 
of instigating! Germany was not preparing for war, in fact the very 
opposite - Germany was not preparing for war, neither offensive nor even 
defensive. And of course, at the same time that Germany was building 
Olympic stadiums, Britain and France, and the rest of the world, were 
massively spending on military armaments, outspending Germany on war 
armaments by as much as looii and such spending was being made on 
German-made armaments! Which is another story, because Germany was 
the main suppher of the weapons and armaments that her ‘enemies’ were 
building up in order to attack her with, which does not make good logical 
sense for Germany, but such is the case that I am presented with, an 
illogical Germany preparing for its own demise by supplying weapons to 
her ‘enemies’, so how can this be called a war? 

The German Viktoria (Goddess of Victory) statue, entitled 
Siegesgottin, by Willy Meller, stands between the Sports Forum and the 
Stadium. She holds oak leaves in her hand, the ‘Greek’ Goddess Nike was 
copied fi'om her. She is also known as Germania, the female 
personification of Holy Europa, which is Germania. Beneath her heel is 
the serpent's head. She symbolically steps on the head of the snake. And in 
this symbolism the animism of the river is esoterically suggested in the 
form of the snake or serpent. In Medieval artwork, a snake is often the 


symbolic code for a river. The heel of the woman of Germania is the 
Neiderlands — ‘lower lands’, which foim a peninsula or a foot of Europe 
that rests on the mouth of the great European rivers of the Rhine-Meuse- 
Sclieldt; die Delta of the river mouth is the snake's open mouth, which 
Europa, or Germania, stands upon. The Dutch peninsula is plainly and 
simply part of Deutschland - Dutch is Deutsck. Being established 
originally, as it was, by the Duchy of Burgundy, or Brandenbuig, this 
traces back to St Elizabeth's Flood in 1421 ('The Deluge’) and the control 
of the rivers and the building of canals, which is the crushing of the head 
of the snake. Germania, geographically, steps upon the open mouths of 
the main navigable waterways of continental Europe. This delta region 
was also known as ^gypt, or ^Ethiopia, or Agypten. This symbolism was 
later developed during the Middle Ages, in literaiy and artistic frauds, to 
represent Jesus/Yeastus crushing the head of the serpent, Satan being the 
artificial metamorphosis of the natural rivers, which needed to be tamed 
by man to become na\Tgable as waterways. 

This statue by Willy Meller is the most honest portrayal of the 
Germanic Goddess of Viktoria; wingless, with oak leaves, and standing on 
the head of the river-snake. The Third Reich must therefore have had 
some instinctive resonance regarding this mylh, and they thus gave 
symbolic representation to it - that could only be discovered later by the 
one wise and sapient in such things. 

Further on was the Reichssporifiihver's house; for no particular 
reason I decided to have a look around the back of the house - there was a 
very pleasant garden with low standing rock walls and steps leading up to 
an open lawn and terraced patio. The garden and tlie tree surroundings 
offered a cooling and quiet place to sit down and relax. On the lawn in 
front of me stood a lone figure, a naked bronze, holding a dagger and a 
falcon. It was from these statues and monuments that I had come to learn 
the tmth of Germany: slowly, and, as if by instinct, I was drawn to them, 
as if they were calling to me fi'om afar, or as if I was diewn here 
magnetically. His face wore the aged patina of green and black of the 
metallic bronze. His blackened eyes streamed tears of black patina. I felt 
as he did, isolated, in this secluded place, petrified in bronze by Medusa, a 
Nazi relic weathered by a cruel age. Tlie bronze figure was entitled 
Falkner, by Paul Wynand, 1938. Falconry is said to be the oldest and the 
most noble of sports practised by man. It was first practised in Germany. 
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The greatest Falconer was said to have been Holy Roman Emperor 
Frederick II. His zoological treatise can be found in 77 ie Art Of Falconry 
by Frederick II of Hohenstaufen. 



s much for me to see in just one afteinoon at the 


Olyinpiastadioii grounds, so I pressed on. Stony apparitions rose from the 
swamplands, as reminders of the demise of the Germanic Volk. I made my 
way to the Jahnplatz, the Hans des Deutschen Sports and the Turnhalle. 
The square was designed by Werner March. Two large zoological bronze 
statues stand watching over it, a cow and a bull. There is an inscription on 
the Deutsches Sport forum entablature: 

EWIGMAHNTVOMANBEGINNDES WERDENS DAS HEIUGE 
WORT VOLLKOMMENHEIT 

Which could translate as: ‘Eternal reminder from the beginning, of 
the Holy Word, perfection is there to urge us on.'... It being here as a 
cryptic architectural parlante, which would certainly be beyond the 
comprehension of the latter day occupiers of the Classical Germanic Third 
Reich grounds and buildings. This is the iconic Nazi building form with its 
majestic columns and grand stone staircase, flanked by nudes in bronze of 
a man and a woman (Zehnkdmpfer and Siegerin) sculpted by Arno 
Breker; as they stand solemnly on the portico they conduct a visual 
symphony in perfect symmetrical physical form. Because of their superior 
beauty these statues are labelled as ‘symbols of hate’. The Zehnkdmpfer 
(Decathlete), stands naked, except for a sports towel he holds in his 


lowered right arm, and the Siegerin (Female Champion) stands naked 
also, delicately extending a peace offering of the olive branch. Whilst the 
Tliird Reich was making bronze statues of peace for herself, she was 
making bronze aminimition shells of war for her ■enemies’. Tlie Gennan 
population today, like the rest of the world, find these beautiful statues 
extremely offensive, and tliey are kept here as a reminder of tlieir hatred of 
all honest and peace loving beauty that epitomises the art and architecture 
that was dedicated to the Spirit of the Olympic Games by the Third Reich 
in 1936. Tins dedication to peace and sports and the beauty of the physical 
body can be witnessed today, and not only in petrified stone and bronze 
but in films like Leni Riefenstahl's 1938 film Olympia — Festival of 
Beauty. But the Manes rejoice at the madness of humanity, a madness 
inflicted upon them for their crimes against deity, and, like the Furies and 
Erinyes, the Ehreans emerge from drops of blood that fell upon the face of 
Gerda, that old crone, devourer of the innocent, and chthonic gods of 
vengeance arise, gut heil, mein laughing death, the sins of old are 
punished, you miserable wretch, in the dungeon of the damned, the 
illusionary Festival of Beauty turned to blood and horror, 
incomprehensible, now the dread visage of the Erinyes returns seeking 
just measure for the peijury and the murder... This lost abode of Germanic 
glory now houses carrion! Stone-wonder of man, Sisyphus sits upon you 
rapt and alone in maddening hell... Tormented forever to carry these rocks 
for no gain, the prison chamber ofthe body, fitly bound by nerves of pain... 
Ceaseless toil ending in carrion for vultures - the decapitated head of 
Germania - the most dread crone; all beauty gone, now in Tartarus you 
dwell... 

Tliis sacred place is dedicated to Turnvater Jahn (Friedrich Ludsvig 
Jahn), born 1778, in Lanz, Brandenburg, Prussia. The title of Turnvater 
Jahn translates as 'Jahn, father of gymnastics’. Tire German gymna.stics 
association, Turnverein, developed fr'om the teachings and instructions of 
Turnvater Jahn and began in Berlin, Pmssia, in the early 19**“ Century. 
Turnvater Jahn was a teacher at the Gymnasium zum Graven Kloster and 
the Plamann School (a pupil of Johann Ernst Plamann was Otto von 
Bismarck). [Prince Otto von Bismarck rightly said, 'People never lie so 
much as after a hunt, during a war or before an election.' and, 'If you 
want to fool the world then tell the truth.’]. The platz here today is 
based on the first Turnplatz, or open-air grounds for gymnastics. 
Turnvater Jahn combined gymnastics disciplines witli moral guidance and 
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a spiritual, national identification with the sacred lands of Germany. In his 
regime for outdoor physical fitness, Tiimvater Jahn invented gymnastic 
apparatuses such as the parallel bars, the rings, the balance beam, the 
horse, and the horizontal bar, wliich would all become the standard 
apparatuses for Gymnastics. Regimented in the fashion of a sporting club, 
this was educational practice that was unprecedented and truly 
revolutionary. These German sporting clubs became popular in the 
atmosphere of the ‘Napoleonic Wars', when a fer\’our of strong 
Nationalistic sentiment was being sown across the Germanic Lands. In 
1816, Tumvater Jahn, with Ernst Eiselen, wrote the ti'eatise of g>mnastics 
(Deutsche Turnkunst zur Eini-ichtung der Turnpldtze). For this 
pubhcation, Tumvater Jahn was arrested by the state government on 
tnunped up ‘subversive’ charges. Jahn also wrote a popular book on 
German language and culture - Das Deutsches Volkstum (The German 
People). Tumvater Jahn's g>mnastics would become the first mUitaiy, 
fitness training drills for army recruits; the first ‘Spartans’ were the 
Prussians! Jahn was an active member and commander in the 
Liitzowsches Freikorps, and sought the unification and freedom of all 
Germans. Without a doubt, Tumvater Jahn is one of the founding fathers 
of Geiman Nationalism, and both the Second and the Third Reichs. He 
was also a major influence on the seminal Vblkisch Movements, the 
German Romantic Movement, and Richard Wagner and Adolf Hitler, In 
fact, it would be impossible to overestimate the influence that Tumvater 
Jahn has had on German culture... GutHeil Tumvater Jahn, your hall is 
now an abode for the company of the dead. 

I entered some cavernous rockv’ nekromankia, and behold, I saw the 
pale walls of a remorseless hall. Ghostly apparitions floated on the walls 
watching the betrayers of the Reich that filed by. unaware of their crimes. 
The black iron-beaten balustrades, straight and rigid and blacksmith- 
wrought, lined a staircase up to an administration folly. A mounted clock 
registered the time of high noon. A naked figure fi'om a Nazi fresco flexed 
its muscle and dropped its kettle ball of iron, and an epitaph of Geraian 
hieroglyphics read; 

EN KRAFT IM ER TRAGEN 

And another, above duelling figures, read; 


KRAFT IM SCHLAGEN 

And with the Eagle upon the shaft of the archer, and more figures in 
sporting combat with power and force reduced to mere folly on a wall, to 
be mocked at by traitors, lauglilng as their footsteps echoed on the 
chamber’s polished stone floor; it was all that was left of Olympia and the 
Tliird Reich's Fall, now a crowd of phantoms in the dungeon of the 
damned, a Festival of Vultures! The spawn that lives now %vithin these 
walls, parasitical organisms sheltered within the stone corpse of the Reich. 
Nursing its own decomposers, administrating its own decay, breeding 
those that mock it aud betray it still to this day. I looked out onto the 
training grounds, and the swimming pool sparkling in the shining sun, 
and the youth of miscegenation were being cared for and raised by old 
fools, trained to be the agents of decomposition of that Cyclopean race of 
titans that built these halls and grounds, that cleared the forests, and 
drained the swamps, and mined the metals, and cut and earned the stones 
to build these mighty structures, which now only served as the 
administration quarters of the German coiporations that pandered 
slavishly to all manners of corruption and to the decay of its owm body... 
Tlie dreams of Germania were being dissolved, as she steadily reinforced 
her own victimisation, calling only for her own sacrificial death, donating 
her body parts and vital organs for inferior species to devour. An organ 
donor, and nothing more, being haivested for her organs. The entrails 
stored for future parasitical insects, the fostered larvae of her own enemies 
feeds upon her. These moth-like people, these multiplying wasps, hatching 
their eggs within the entrails of Germania... And she broods upon this 
hoiTor that consumes her. As if it was her very own beloved children. Her 
own children she has kicked out. her true Beloved she knows not, she no 
longer recognises him - and so he wanders lost. It is not a true sacrifice 
though, not SchonTod, not beautiful death; it is a futile decaying into 
nothingness through betrayal of the True Self. A Victim administering its 
own injections of the poison. Germany’s Todestrieb has a maternal 
principle, in the sense that it desires to propagate its own demise, to 
emasculate itself in order to provide sustenance for that which despises 
her, in a masochistic sense. Or a coffin-birth, for this non-viable foehis 
that she carries within her, the delivery of which will be post-mortem. I see 
within her, the putrefiing body of decay with which she mimics childbirth. 
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After her death the nekrotising foetus will be extracted as a coffin-birth 
from the tmgid womb of decay — it is truly disturbing to witness — a form 
of bioarchaeology where the Olympic bloom of bodily form has become a 
disgusting bloodied placenta, nourishing the non-viable, abominable 
foetuses that have been implanted artificially - an artificial insemination 
of Germany. Tlie insane travails of a thanatotlc sacrifice In a fertile field 
that can now only cultivate the wilting and brown weeds of putnd decay... 
What is known as ‘European White Man' has only ever been the progeny 
of Germania. And this 'White Man has given his own history to other races 
who did not even have a history. He did so deliberately and suiTeptitiously 
because he did not even wish to acknowledge it himself; with a hidden 
hand he handed his own hard-won past to foreign peoples as if they were 
the originators of culture, language and civilisation. And thus Race itself 
disintergrates. The White Men have betrayed themselves now, have 
squandered their own birthright', as they themselves called it. It follov/s 
then, that if they gave away their own birthright and their own history to 
foreign peoples, thereby mutilating it in the process and coming to forget 
it themselves, then they will also give away their own lands and homes, 
and they are doing this with pathetic servitude and sycophancy. One 
cannot have any respect for such a people. One must say that the 
uglier, unsustainable peoples have a much greater unsympathetic plexus 
which excites the patronising European ‘cultured’ types, whom have a 
much greater sympathetic plexus. And this racial bacchanalia has become 
a shameful and pathetic conglomerate of slavish self-immolation. A Race 
to the bottom of the heap, a Festival of the Ugly, where all that is ugly and 
lacking, all that is incapable and perverted, is held up as the highest ideal. 
The Entropy of Man. This European Entropic White Man, the symbiotic 
conjoined twins of Gentile and Jew Flagellates, has utOised the Machines 
of Zion in order to burden himself with what is racially degenerated to an 
even greater degree than he himself, breeding with efficiency and loving 
care his owm degeneracy, desiring to only dutifully seive that which is 
worse than himself and therefore become a traitor to himself, which he 
then holds up, as if in a mirror, the image of his own disgrace and 
corruption, and thereby he enters into the lowest circle of hell which is 
reserved especially for the traitor alone. And the worst traitor is the one 
who has beti'ayed himself. And in this Tartarean Hell-Hole, man finds that 
his woman is no longer the image of his own soul, but the image of his own 
shame. Here, now, in the Jahnplatz, only the danse macabre, the 


totentanz, is showcased, this highly organised but bizarre martyrdom - 
Chorea Machabieorum — which slowly draws to its close, stuttering and 
spluttering to its final end over several generations. 

‘Kaiser, your sword won't help you out 
Sceptre and crown are worthless here 
I've taken you by the hand 
For you must come to my dance.' 

- Anonymous Totentanz, Vierzelliger Oberdeutscher Totentanz. 

Heidelberger Blockbuch, approx 1460 

You Stmulacfu'es, now you give birth only to the rotting heap, 
catering to their every need, nursing them in the Jahnplatz, here where the 
spirits of Turiivater Jahii and Hans Holbein meet, and thus agree with me 
that your monstrous, post-war birth will not profit thee... 

Coming to the base of Langemarckhalle was like coming to the base 
of a great stone temple of primeval and angular form. It rose up, 
supported by stark, gargantuan pillars from the cobblestoned court yard at 
the Olympiageldnde. The simplicity of the fagade belied its complex inner 
ferro-concrete skeleton. The bell tower soared high into the sky above. The 
stone facing was nigged, pockmarked and stained by the petroleum smog 
of the poisonous city. Huge and fortress-like were the surrounding walls 
and staircases, adorned with nothing but weeds and urban litter - empty 
wine bottles, schnapps bottles and plastic cups from the dnmken rituals of 
the night before littered the ground at the great stone entry and, as if they 
were unholy vessels on a degenerate altar, the cobblestones were 
decorated with cigarette butts and weeds. Inside, the cavernous interior 
was lined with native grey Geimanic stone, the bastion-like pylons stood 
like age-old sentinels, the lights were old, iron torches, bolted to the walls, 
and the grey cobblestones echoed underfoot. A staircase led up to a large 
balcony with an expansive view of the Reichssportfeld and the 
Olympiastadion. The Moloch metropolis of Berlin crept upon the edges, 
where it sUthered up ominously against the frozen shapes and forms of 
the Nazi temples which graced the sweeping view. The Word in Stone 
announcing the resurrection of Germanic Culture and Youth, but it had all 
fallen on deaf ears, and the final result was a sacrifice to Moloch, like that 
which had come before in Langemarck, in the swampy fields. But was it all 
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even real? The gaps in the narratives were uidening, the holes in the 
stories expanding, the questions as to the veracity of everything I had 
come to know were miiltiphing. It was as if I was standing outside of 
myself, and asking my own temporal self; If the wais were not real, then 
how can any of this be real? The stones were real, the building were real, 
but the stories behind them no longer made any sense. 

It was here on the Reichssportfeld where the Volkssturm battalions 
and the Hitler Youth divisions would assemble before being conducted 
into battle defending war-ravaged Berlin (where were the IVc/irntac/if, 
where were the SS? 3 , besieged by the entire hostile world, which sought to 
crush the bloom of Germanic innocence that had briefly arisen again from 
the mud and clay fields of Germania. It seemed to me as if the world itself 
had no other want than to devour anything that was Geimanic and to 
cannibalise it all in a pit of horror and gore... The more innocent and pure 
the victim, the better nourishment for Moloch; it seemed after two ‘Great 
Wars’ that this was the only need and the only want. Both of these so- 
called ‘Great Wars’ ended in nothing but the carnage of innocent youth 
and beauty...So we are lead to believe, for we are the innocent. Something 
digestible for the ugly elders of the earth, as they feasted in the theatrical 
rituals of death and destruction, an absurd theatre and exhibition of 
hellish atrocities - the more innocent the better - the more pure, the more 
tender the victim, the more satishing it was for them to devour. And the 
green fields turned black in the rains with the boggy muds, and the 
thunder, which rumbled like an empty stomach, cackled with expectant 
glee, and the Berlin swamplands opened out before me hke an enormous 
flat maw of digestive horror... The Berlin Horror! Devour me, you Horror! 

Tire sombre clouds were a garland of death above Langemarckhalle, 
everything turned grey as I looked out upon the fields of death; with 
nobody by my side. I was transfigured by the Nazi ghosts that were within 
me. The stones were white knuckles of Satrun devouring me whole, as 
melancholic songs of ghostly grey Corps mocked the senseless show... I 
will see Germany in another world, the last of the ranks, a bitter soldier to 
the end, nothing left to defend, the towering battlements crumbling into 
decay, the last of the Teutonic Knights betrayed, exploding out of the 
dome into Heldenstein Walhall above... Alas, Alas, I believed, but you lied, 
you lied Field Marshal, your machine guns didn't fire, your artillery did 
not work, the bombs were mere props, you served Moloch and betrayed 
the youth of the Heroic Mark, paralysed in this field without friend or 


pretty face, we died poor, unloved fellows and lonely boys. You promised 
us steel, but you delivered us empty cartridges of hollow promises, and 
instead, you delivered the steel to our enemies, you traitor, we died for 
you, sacrificed here as if upon Golgotha at 3ani in the inorumg! Wlrat for? 
No Sir, you were no gentleman. We died to change the world but now we 
see what we died for, we died for nothrirg... We died for a mockery aud a 
travesty, so damn you Field Marshal, damn this bloody world to Hell! The 
sins of the Fathers, the sins of the Fathers! The Betrayed, they gave birth 
to the poltergeists of the Fifth Reich! The dead return, full of hatred, one 
here, two there - isolated and alienated we come for recompense for what 
was done; violent Heldentod who died for Germany, death is our 
bride...And such are the lies of the dead, because they did not die, they 
only lie. It is worse than Treason, because it was not even real, just dreams 
whispered down through time, as if the muffled echoes were coming from 
an operatic hall. We are betrayed by only lies. 

As we have seen, the Battle of Langemarck, like all of the battles of 
World War I, was not a real battle, it was a choreographed perfoimance 
where young men were slain in unknown ritual slaughters? Or perhaps not 
at all, perhaps nobody even died in the wars. It was obvious that Geimany 
clearly won every ‘battle’, but w'as then made to lose every battle that she 
so easily won, which makes no sense. How could Germany lose World War 
I when they never lost a single square inch of German land? The ‘Stab in 
the Back was throughout the entire war, a theatrical war that was 
designed so that Germany would lose, it w'as already predetermined, the 
fix was in. But how can Germany lose a war when Germany controlled all 
the facets of the war? The same Iron and Steel Companies produced iron 
and steel for both sides, to enable the steel railway tracks to carry the steel 
guns to the place where they would fire the steel shells, and the soldiers 
would wear steel helmets to protect their heads from the steel shells that 
fell onto their heads whilst they climbed through steel barbed wire - the 
theatrical prop of barbed wire was draped over all of the trenches and all 
of the battlefield, this invention was developed from Wilhelm Albert's 
1834 invention of the wire rope, in Geimany. There was enough barbed 
wire produced for World War I to wrap around the entire flat earth forty 
times! The war itself was designed for barbed wire and steel shells and tin 
cans, these products were not designed for the war, the war was 
designed to make an extravagant use of these products! Battle-fronts 
were designed for the railway tracks and carriages to arrive at, as though 
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they were taking holida>’makers to the beach for a picnic; except a soldier 
weighs more with all his kit so is more expensive to carry, therefore the 
Railway companies preferred to carry soldiers at a higher rate, paid for by 
the respective govermneiits — customs, tariffs and duties, see the 
ZoUverein... It is hard to develop a myth from a racket, but that is indeed 
wliat happened, the myths of World Wai' I were created out of profit- 
didven rackets. ‘Oh what tangled webs of barbed wire we weave when we 
first practice to deceive. "War is simulated, a war game in a ‘theatre of war' 
- it's acting. Sometimes people will be killed off but one could just say that 
it is an organised sacrificial offering to the Corporations who conduct the 
war or just an accident... It is just a game, like sporting games, one side 
may ‘win’ when the game gets boring and stale, or simply when the money 
bonds mature on the stock market. In traditional choreographed war, both 
sides are controlled by the same conducting stage manager, who directs 
each side to the place where they are to meet in ‘action’. In advertising for 
this staged play, one could say that World War I was more about selling 
cigarettes than heroic warfare - the same companies that made paper shot 
cartridges also made cigarette papers for tobacco and the pages of the 
bible that a soldier would carry wth him; the pages in the book were the 
same as the shot cartridges that were the same as the cigarette papers! 
And these all originally came from Germany, just as TNT (trinitrotoluene) 
and all modern explosives were invented in Germany — TNT was 
discovered by the German dye industry, and nitrocellulose was discovered 
by the German chemical industry, these two discoveries alone would mean 
that it would be impossible for Germany to lose a war where there are any 
explosives involved, simply because the technology behind these 
explosives was discovered, invented and developed and controlled by 
Germany (explosives used in war are slap-stick comedy devices! Purely 
theatrical! If war was real then Gennany would have won every war!). Or 
what about Radio transmissions discovered by Heinrich Hertz, it is hard to 
conduct any type of modem warfare without radio transmissions. 
Modem fire-arms were invented by gunsmith Johann von Dreyse, a 
German entrepreneur — how does a nation lose’ a war of guns when they 
are the inventors and the makers of the guns? Pray, do tell. How does 
Germany, the inventor of modem warfare, lose in two wars of modern 
warfare? I must ask Carl von Clausewitz, because he was the theonser of 
modern ^varfare... Who invented the mining procedures of the metals that 
are needed to conduct the metallica battles, Georg Bauer, he was the 


German father of mining! 'What about the fathers of the automobile 
engine? Karl Benz, what does he have to say for himself in regards to 
Germany losing wars of automobiles, when he was one of the German 
inventors of gasoUne engines for automobiles? Perhaps then Wilhelm 
Maybach can shed some light on this, seeming as he was one of the fathers 
of automobile design. Or perhaps Nikolaus August Otto from Cologne, 
who developed the compressed charge internal combustion engine which 
today is still the standard modern internal combustion engine - the ‘Otto 
Engine’ - which runs on ethanol, which is called ‘petroleum’, which is pure 
alcohol made from bio-sugars distilled in refineries. NA Otto & Cie was the 
world's first internal combustion engine company, and this parent 
company solely produced the automobile engine! One cannot lose two 
world wars that were fought with internal combustion engines if one is the 
inventor of internal combustion engines! The world's first engine factory 
was established in Germany in 1864. In 1885, the first automobiles were 
built and designed by Gottlieb Daimler and Karl Benz. Today NA Otto & 
Cie is called Deutz AG and is the world’s oldest engine manufacturer, it 
simply is the world's manufacturer of engines, and they still use synthetic 
ethanol fuels to run these engines. Daimler-Benz is the world's oldest 
automobile manufacturer, the entire world automobile industry is merely 
the subsidiaries and the corporate offshoots from the parent company' 
Daimler-Benz. All of the known automobile manufacturers produce 
automobiles and engines based upon the designs of Otto-Daimler-Benz. 
The original name for ‘petrol’, which engines run on, is ‘motor spirit’ - 
synthetic, chemical, wliite alcohol spirits - ‘motor spirit’ is stOl the formal 
name for ‘petrol’. And Motor Spirit is distilled directly from fermented 
grains and fruits, it does not come out of the ground as ‘crude oil’. Oil is 
not a ‘fossil fuel’, it is a chemically distilled vegetable fuel with fractional 
mineral additives... The main ingredient of which is decayed, vegetable, 
organic matter from agricultural farms. How can Gennany run out of fiiel 
supplies when Gennany invented fuel in the first place? 

A question also to the ‘honourable’ Rudolf Diesel, the German who 
invented diesel engines — how is it that the non-inventors of engines could 
defeat the inventors of engines, with engines? And Herr Diesel, I see you 
worked for HeiT Knipp, so how did your employer lose in two wars, when 
he was the one selling all the engines? Robert Bosch invented the spark 
plug... What about the gas-turbine engine and the turbo-jet - see Heinkel 
and the Hirth factoiy at Stuttgart-Zuffenhausen. Tliat is all the hiel 
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engines there were and they were ail German! ^\'hilst discussing such 
engines and the synthetic fuels that were invented in Germany and their 
chemical processes, for example, I would like to proceed to Franz Fischer 
and Hans Tropsch, but I don't have tlie time, perhaps I will return to them 
later. 

Tlie Flame-Tlirower, that decisive weapon invented by the German 
Richard Fiedler, is worth a mention. What about Hugo Schmeisser, who 
developed 20* Century infantry weapons? His StG-44 gun became the 
AK-47, an example of the German weapons, becoming, miraculously, 
Russian weapons, but always with the help of the Germans themselves. 
How could Germany lose a war of infantry when they had developed and 
made the infantry weapons? The Russians did not even have modern 
infantiy hand-held weapons until Schmeisser designed modem infantiy 
hand-held weapons. Schmeisser, like so many other Germans, even ended 
up moving to Russia and working for them full time. But how could he 
w'ork for the Russians, when the Russians were inferior in all fields to the 
Germans? 

What if we go back to 1650, and the invention of the vacuum pump 
by Otto von Guericke, it would not be possible for Germany to lose any 
war after that date with that little invention... Or Johann Rudolf Glauber, 
the first chemical engineer... Need I say more? It seems like I do need to 
say more. Fritz Haber was the father of chemical warfare. Peter Henlein 
invented the portable watch. Just tr> and conduct a mobile war in a 
foreign land without a portable watch! Hermann von Helmholtz... 
Heinrich Hertz... Christian Hiilsmeyer... Hugo Junkers, the pioneer of all 
metal aircraft. Alfiied Krupp, the father of modem metal working and 
fabrication. How do the greatest steel manufacturers in the world — the 
Germans - lose a war of steel? The Krupps supplied their steel to America 
and Britain - the so-called enemies of Germany were supplied by German 
technologv’ and German steel. At Langemarck, the young Germans were 
shot with bullets that bore the label Krupps patent zuinder... Or were they 
even shot? Regardless, the bullets, whether they were used or not, were 
manufactured by Krupp! The same companies made and developed all of 
these products, and they all, in one way or another, were invented in 
Germany, or linked to German technologies and companies, and all of this 
was well known to all those involved; it was an alliance, between 
corporations, and nations, and the mother of all those corporations and 
nations w'as German... In the First World War the French surrendered at 


the first battle, they had no Krupp cannons and so they had to surrender, 
but then, it was arranged that Krupp cannons would be sent to France and 
then France would not lose, but the war would continue on and then it was 
decided that Germany would lose, even though Germany were the ones 
producing all of the cannons... And then, after they were made to lose, the 
Krupps, Instead of producing cannons for Germany, they, due to the 
Versailles Treaty, produced cannons for everyone else but the Germans! 
And this predicate of economic production took place in all industrial 
sectors of the German economy, so that Germany, in fact, after World War 
I, merely existed to arm her ‘enemies' and to prepare them for the next 
war, where it would be prearranged and predetermined that she would 
lose again. Who decided this, I don't know. But certainly the Kiiipps, the 
Geiman High Command of the Military and the industrial coiporations of 
Germany went along with this surreptitious plan. Time and time again, all 
over the world, and within Germany itself, Germans were slaughtered and 
maimed with weapons and aimaments made by Germans in Germany. Or 
did this even happen? How can that be? Is it a complete and utter 
absurdity? No artillery shell could even explode without German 
technology, and even the fuse itself was patented to Kinipp, so no bomb 
can even explode unless it is approved by the almighty Krupp family in 
Essen, Germany! Why would Germans kill Germans with German 
technology? And why would anyone want to pretend that such a thing 
happened, if it did not happen, and it appears that it did not happen, just a 
pretending that it happened. The artillery fuse was licensed out fi'om 
Krupp to the British and French aimaments manufacturers, under an 
agreement! [Inhoduced in 1905, and licenced out to Vickers Armament 
Industries by Herr Krupp and Co; Time & Percussion fuse N0.80]. A 
muhial agreement between business associates! Tire agreement was that 
the Germans would provide the artillery shells and the iron and the steel 
and then all the metals needed to make them, and then the fuses to 
explode them, and the cannons to shoot them, and all the British and 
French had to do was to pull the trigger or light the fiise; and this was not 
for ‘sales' because Krupp sales were curtailed in Germany in order to 
produce tlie same quota for her ‘rivals’... So they were not actually ‘rivals’ 
at all, and the entire ‘Balance of Power’ thesis falls apart. So it was not for 
economic sales growth, that Germany produced armaments for her 
‘enemies’... Tliere is no ‘Capitalistic’ or economic reason other than a, sort 
of, petty penny-pinching, for want of a better term. Wliat was it for then? 
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Perhaps HeiT Thyssen can answer. What about I.G. Farbenwerke, they 
sold all the chemicals that made modem warfare possible. Indeed, even 
the theoretical concept of a Nation State is German (Johann Gottfried 
Herder), so how can there be a war of Nation States where Germany then 
loses? Fichte and Hegel formulated the structure of a nation state at the 
University of Berlin. Tlie University system of education, and even 
education itself, is Prussian in origin. Hitler would be considered part of 
the Volksschitlen in the Prussian system, that is to say the lower 94% of 
the state; Hitler is the personification of the ‘Unknown Soldier’, the Volk 
personified; 'From the Volk 1 have grown, in the Volk I hove remained, to 
the Volk I return.’ - Adolf Hitler... The poison gas was produced in France 
- by Germans, who supervised the laboratories in France - they supplied 
all of the technical assistance and supervision and tvillingly gave up their 
patents to their rivals. They would call that ‘Patriotism' I suppose... Come 
now. let the Dead speak, what say you. Oath Breakers? The British, 
French, German, Russian, Polish and the American Companies were all 
hand in hand in this hoax of a game... The jig is up, fhe music has stopped, 
the game is over. Tlie politicians simply lied to cover it all up... French 
tanks were manufactured with German steel and made in Germany. [For 
example, French tanks - Renault R35 = Geiman Panzerkampfwagen 35R 
731(f), Hotchkiss H35/38/39 = Panzerkampfwagen 38H 735 (f), Somua S- 
35 = Panzerkampfwagen 35S 739 (f)]. The railway tracks in France were 
stamped Krupp, barbed wire was a German invention that was 
surreptitiously given to America as a gift. The French and the British tanks 
were manufactured in Essen and then loaded onto German railways and 
transported to the French and the British and then handed to them, for 
free, as a gift! Tlie Germans manufactured the tanks of the French and the 
British! If then one digs a little deeper than a muddy Flanders trench, one 
will see that this is exactly what happened, but why It happened. I don't 
know. But ‘war’ is about these products, to a certain extent, it’s about tin 
cans for food rations, it’s about the steel railway tracks and the barbed 
wire and the steel shells, and none of these products are economically 
viable, but they appear to have a theatrical value. They made a mass 
similitude of war for display purposes only. For show. 

Otto LUienthal was the father of Aviation, how does the Father of 
Aviation lose a war of Aviation? What about Carl von Linde - 
refrigeration technology - that was him... I could get into geography and 


cartography but the list of Germans would be too long (during Operation 
Barbarossa, the Russians had to use German maps to navigate their ovm 
Russian territoiy!). It must be all a joke then because, if it is not all a joke, 
I tlieu don't know how to comprehend it. Joliaiiu Philipp Reis invented 
that little conspiratorial hand-held thing... The Fathers of Medicine, I 
won’t even get into that, not the time... Hell, the so-called ‘enemies’ of 
Germany would not even be wearing pants if it was not for the Germans!!! 
So tell me. Fathers, how did you lose two wars, how did you lose any war 
at all? To the ‘enemies’ that you gave all your gifts to! Perhaps Theodor 
Bergmann has an answer. Or Johann Nicolaus von Dreyse or Wilhelm 
Bauer. Tlie Western Front was about market expansion for mass-produced 
theatrical props, it was a consumer hub of deceit and shenanigans; and 
there is nothing sacred about that, there is no honour or dignity in it, no 
holy martyrdom in the Langemarckkdmpfer. It makes no sense. 
Langemarck was not a sacrifice, maybe nobody even died... It was not a 
Tragedy but a Comedy! It was prearranged, predeteimined; it cannot be a 
true and honest battle if the Victors were made into the Losers by the 
sfroke of a pen. for that is called first-degree Gamesmanship! It did not 
matter which side won or lost, because both sides were supplied by the 
same companies, and those companies were primarily German - the 
Mother Corporation, Mutter Gesellschaft. 

All well and good to be an actor for Germany, a salesman for a 
barbed wire company, or a petroleum company, or a paper 

manufacturer, or a tin can factory - what a remarkable acting cast there is 
in this full-length feature film called Langemarck', not so brave and 
heroic, when it is put into its proper context... But these German 
companies are synonymous with what is known as the German State... To 
die for ‘ Germany’ is to die for a Corporation; that is if we are to believe the 
statistics of the death toll but, as we know, what is a ‘death toll’ itself when 
war is nothing but 'lies, damn lies and statistics' (this quotation is often 
attributed to Jewish/British Prime Minister Benjamin Disraeli, but was 
first popularised by Mark Twain). Even so, I suppose that it would be 
better to die young anyway, even if ripped apart by steel shells, it is better 
to be the dead than the living in this world of lies... Knowledge is not life, 
knowledge equals death! These Fathers are nothing but nodes in a hive 
mind. There is no consciousness on their behalf, they are simply not of any 
ontological reality or individual sensibility, they are simply robots. Mini 
robotic nodes operating as part of a greater synthetic organism called 
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'humanity ’. The so-called ‘iadividual’ human developers and innovators of 
these sophisticated technologies are merely the conduits by which the 
technology manifests itself as part of the manifestation of the Machine, the 
human marionettes are tlie animated puppets of this Mechanical Entity 
which is revealing Itself over time to those few conscious spirits who find 
themselves witliin its great domain, and that is the real Langemarck\ One 
must rip the human face-mask off the Machine, to find that behind the 
human-mask is the Machine, and the Machine has been here from the 
veiy beginning, conducting Its hosts. 

Hitler stated that Russia had no roads when the German army first 
arrived in Russia, but that after the German army left, Russia had roads! 
The first roads in Russia were built by the Gennans during Operation 
Barbarossa (Adolf Hitler, Speech, 30* September, 1942) so how could the 
Russians have superior mechanical automotive vehicles yet not have any 
road building capability? And the majority of all Russia's major Railways 
were changed to German gauge tracks, so that the Russians could not use 
their own trains either, they had to use German trains on German gauge 
tracks. How could the Russians win a war when they could not even move 
on the land that the Germans had themselves conquered and taken from 
the Russians? The Gennans, during the alleged campaign of Operation 
Barbarossa, then organised the agricultural areas for the starving Russians 
whose food supplies had dwindled down to nothing and they were 
reduced to scratching around in the dirt during a devastating staivation 
epidemic. The Russian peasants welcomed the Germans to their 
impoverished lands as Knights in shining armour, as their saviours. The 
Third Reich did not go to war against the Russian people, it went to save 
the Russians from starvation and the Germans won that ‘war’, they saved 
the Russians from starving to death with weapons of agriculture, 
infrastructure and civil engineering works, as w'eli as train loads of 
supplies and German food stocks. The non-existent Russian State 
infrastructure was built by the Germans diuing Operation Barbarossa, 
there was no war! They just pretended that there was a war. The Russians 
were given German-made tractors and trucks and railway carriages - is 
that a war? The Germans won the war on poveidy on the Eastern Front but 
lost that war on their own territory; how do the Germans lose a war on 
their own teiTitory? Explain that. I would like to know... How can the 
Germans build the modern Russian State (fram infancy) and then 


surrender and withdraw and have the Russians then invade Germany and 
utterly destroy it vdth the same German-made weapons? Clearly, all of 
‘history’’ regarding Operation Barbarossa is a complete lie. And those 
involved in its teUing are liars. Tlie only fighting was done for the 
industrial development of the Russian lands which the Viennese coffee¬ 
house Bolshevik hacks had managed to fuck up! Tliose Russian lands that 
the Germans had pioneered in the first place, and the Germans did such a 
good job of this that they then allowed Germany to be destroyed by the so- 
called ‘Russian Bolsheviks'! It does not make sense - none of it makes 
sense. So the questions add up, unanswered questions piling up into 
unscalable mountains. The Germans built the modem Russian State 
economy, their factories, their business enterprises, their milis, their 
mines, their electrical plants, and so on, all built by the Geimans; Hitler 
himself stated this. Hitler stated that Germany w'as transporting coal to 
the East; that is where Russian coal came from, it came from Germany, 
right up until 1945 and after, the Germans were still providing the 
Russians with coal when supposedly the Russians were killing them and 
raping their w'omen... 

Hiller stated that vast areas of Russia, the most significant iand- 
areas in terms of demographics, infrastincture and agriculture, had come 
under the command of the Third Reich and that the entire Russian 
population of those areas worked with the Germans - millions upon 
millions of them worked side by side with the Germans... So I ask, how 
could the Germans lose a war to the Russians? I am afraid it appears, that 
Hitler did not comprehend the nature of this reorganisation of Europe. 
Tlie German Army and the Waffen SS built up and reorganised, and 
rearmed the Russian Aimiy. so that they could lose to them? Are they little 
children or liars? Why would you do that? Unless you were innocent, and 
naive, which is not a crime in itself, it just means that one is innocent and 
naive, like little children. Idealism is always innocent, and naive. Without 
the pure idealistic virtues of an innocent maybe none of this could have 
happened? Does all the effort in this world only lead to destruction? Then 
I want my innocence back, I am owed that at least. My Innocence is 
Dignity. 

And why would Hitler state that the British were bombing the 
German civilians in the West of Germany fi'om the time of 1940 onwards, 
and yet, He was rebuilding the stiength and economy of the Russians in 
the east? It is a rhetorical question, I already know the regrettable answer. 
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Unfortunately, for me, I know this world better than he did. 

In the Langemarckhalle, there are the inscriptions of Walter Flex 
and Holdei'liii, as epitaphs to the actors of the Hoax of Laiigeiiiarck; 

Ihr heiUgen 
Grauen reihen 
Geht unter wolkeu 
Des rvhms 
Und Tragt 
Die Blutigen iveihen 
Des heimlichen 
Konigtums 

‘Their holy grey rows 
pass under the clouds of glory, 
bearing the bloody consecrations 
of the secret kingship’ 

LebeDroben 
O Vaterland 
undZdhle 
NicbtDie Toten 
Dir ist 
Liebes 

Nicht eiuer Zuviel 
Gefallen 

‘Live, O Fatherland, 
remain there on high. 

And don't count the dead! 

For your love, 

Have not one too many fallen’ 

Look what we have today, it is the same as it always was, with our 
undying corporations of mass dissimulation, we live in a computer game! 
But it was always just a game, only the names have changed. Screens of 
digital reflections are our realirt. Do not mourn the dead, for they did not 


die as said, they lied. They care not, they lied, well and good, we know 
now. Those of us who still live, unfortunate as we are, at least we know you 
lied. And if I am the Dead who has returned, then I pray that I depart 
again soon, and return, to that otlier — more real and pure abode — and 
remain there on high forever. For there in Langemarck as an unknown 
actor, part of a cast of millions, I saw the secret kingdom of Hohenzollern, 
Prussia's Iron Kingdom, and it betrayed me, it delivered its metals and 
weapons to the enemy, Prussia's own progeny was the wager for the future 
sacrifice. So this story goes - sold down the river. But just lies, that was all 
it was... I take my innocence back as recompense. I saw there the French 
and the British tanks; their guns and ammunitions were manufactured in 
Essen, in the German blast furnaces, and assembled by German workers, 
and transported on German railways to the British and French. I saw it! 
And then the Geiman newspapers, driven by the same steam engines that 
powered the factories, that printed the lies, the lies, the LIES. You lied — 
the prime part of the ‘All-Lies’. You gave them everything and you gave me 
nothing. Oh Fatherland, I submit that my blood account is in arrears. 

And then the lie is propagated that the British developed the steam 
engine! What a cover stoiy that was, very clever, I must admit, very clever! 
The steam engine was developed in Germany, by Jacob Leopold. In fact, 
one could say that Leopold is the father of machines! They printed with 
ink on rags that the British and the French were producing more tanks 
and bombs than that of the mighty German Ruhr! LIES! You lied! I saw it, 
I was there... Treachery, Behayal, Sins ofthe Fathers! 

And now you build monuments to this travesty out of the same steel 
that built all your phony props! Clever, very clever, I must admit. But for 
what end, look at your city now, look at Berlin, for your treachery you have 
received your justice - a hell-hole of decay - an utter abomination! Which, 
no doubt, you love, you love your own filth and decay! This was never the 
Fatherland, the Fatherland is beyond this world! And we go there when 
we die... Deutschland Uber AUes - Deutschland is above us all...We don't 
die for Kruppland, we don't die for Gewerkschaft Deutscher Kaiser 
mine... We return, we come back and we repay those who gave false oath... 

Geistland only we serve! We send a plague on you now', a plague! 
Gcistland Erwache! 

Langemarckhalle. 
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The Mythos of Germania 
and the Reich 



Chapter II 


"All action takes place, so to speak, in a kind of twilight which, like a 
fog or moonlight, often tends to make things seem grotesque and larger 
than they really are.” 

- Carl von Qausewitz 


The Wotan-carriage train, driven by a belching iron horse-engine, 
dropped me off at Berlin's ‘Museum Island’ (Museitmsinsel); it clearly had 
Wotan's name marked on the train carriage — Wageu. I was too early so I 
wandered around taking photographs like a stnpid pleb. I sat waiting on a 
park bench for a while, staring at the mesmerising uniform rows of 
carefully laid cobblestones. Humans have concocted their own his-stories, 
as rows of shibboleths cobbled together by a class of unscrupulous 
fabulists who concocted written words, and imagery, and artefact, to suit 
their ovra bizarre purposes - their entire literary canon and 
archaeological record is a fraud. There is one thing that the student of his- 
story should keep in mind, before venturing out to study, and that is that 
the greatest witness to ‘History’ was a blind man named ‘Homer’, he wrote 
about things he never saw as if he had seen them, but he could not have 
seen them because he was not them, even if he was there he could not have 
seen them. A ghost is more likely to have been there than blind old Homer. 
His-stories are often defined by armed forces, and aimed forces are 
generally mercenaiy. Mercenaries have no loyalty to their employer, they 
offer their seiunces to whomever pays them the most, just like sportsmen 
today, their motivation is pecuniaiy. But if they were of any value they 
sure as hell would not be soldiers. No employer would send liis best 
employees to a certain death, unless he was sure of a greater payout due to 
their death, otheiwise they would then be nullifiing their own assets. 
Soldiers are already redundant before they begin soldiering, if not then 
there must be an insurance policy on account of their soldiering. And it 
just so happens that there is such an insurance policy available for such 
employees. In the arena of war, in regard to armed forces, employment 
was more heavily insured by longer wais because it meant larger payouts; 
this would be the very opposite of Blitzkrieg (Hitler's Blitzkrieg was 
conti'ary to all previous ‘wars’ and contrary to said insurance policies, so it 
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was unlikely to last very long). Long wars were designed to have a 
predictable, regular, stable employment for the duration of the war, this 
was necessary to protect certain capital investments as they reached 
maturity over a period of time, usually 4-5 years or so, and to protect the 
stable income of the soldiers. And this was typical for these kinds of capital 
investments in war bonds and insurance policies. War is merely a way to 
increase rates of cash-flow and investment and to claim on the said 
insurance policies. Mercenaries are also capital assets, the word 'soldier’ 
etymologically means ‘being paid’, being gainfully employed one might 
say. The war soldier, being employed due to his own investment and more 
importantly, that of his employers, also, generally, wants to continue in his 
trade, and the employer, generally, wants to keep him in his employment, 
in a mutual interest. Thus the goal of ‘warfare’ was never to win, or gain 
victory over an ‘enemy’ (other war soldiers) or even conquest; the goal of 
warfare is to continue the spectacle until payment on capital investments 
is due, just like a sporting arena, a public show where the contestants are 
paid - and those that own them wish to preserve their assets for as long as 
possible until their capital investment matures and is ready for 
reimbursement with interest. And this scenario can easily played out 
without loss to either side. For aU losses have already been determined 
and are insured and later compensated for. And I can assure you that if 
one of those sold-hars is lost then adequate insurance has already been 
arranged for the loss on capital. And, in fact, in some cases, the dead 
soldier may be worth more than a living one, depending on the policy that 
has been arranged. Or, I might add. a soldier may turn from being an asset 
into a liability', and then it may be better, for the owner of the soldier, to 
have the soldier killed in order to profit from the insurance claim, and this 
would make sense if the soldier unit has become unprofitable or a liability, 
according to the whims of the market. But none of this has anything to do 
with ‘warfare’ or 'battles betw'een Nations’, all of this are just 
arrangements for politics and insurance policies by another name. War is 
a Game. 

One should always keep such things in mind when one turns one's 
attention to studying ‘history’ and the UNESCO World Heritage Sites, 
such as Museum Island. On this small island, on the Spree River-Crossing, 
is the Altes Museum, the Neues Museum, the Alte Nationalgolei'ie, the 
Bode Museum, and the Pergamon Museum. So many Museums! So many 


Muses! 

Chorus: Ofor o Muse of fire, that would ascend 
The brightest heaven of invention, 

A kingdom for a stage, princes to act 
And monarchs to behold the swelling scene! 

— VNTlliam Shakespeare, Act i, Prologue of Henry V 

This is prime real estate in the central nervous system of Berlin. I 
felt as though I was a little Ehrean Blow-Toreh about to take a blazing, 
hell-fire flame-thrower to the neural synapses of Berlin's most treasured 
memories of ‘antiquity’. Keep that in mind, dear reader, because you have 
invested in this book that you are now reading. 

Museums house the unwanted decor of past generations, the out¬ 
dated fashions of ‘aristocrats', the broken items of antique dealers, home 
decorations that nobody ever wanted in their homes, outdated trinkets 
and broken odds and ends that are not commercially viable any more in 
the shopping centre districts, thus they are relabelled as ‘antiquities’ in 
Museums. Museums are an Op-Shop of fraudulent artifice. Museum 
displays are an attraction in a permanent carnival tent! Spiegeltent! In the 
Circus Extravaganza... A curiosity designed to trick the passer-by! Second¬ 
hand junk dealers are more honest than Museum curators! One could find 
more honest operators in the Red Light district than here on Museum 
Island. Museums are all guilty of incorrect labelling and false advertising, 
that is their stock-in-trade. They use a simple and old trickei'v: misleading, 
false, unsubstantiated and unproven infonnation designed to advertise 
products to consumers. In this case, not products for sale, because if the 
pi'oducts in museums were for sale then they would definitely have to be 
charged with false advertising and fraud, and there are laws against that, 
no, the Museum prefers not to sell the products it houses, but it can does 
charge a fee for the gullible to see them - by making the products seem 
important. That is the trick... And it's very profitable, because one can 
then, with sleight of hand, keep one's assets and not have to sell them or 
tura them over. The Museum can also source its products very cheaply 
and/or have them donated by the gullible that buy into the con-job, lured 
by prestige and fame. 

The Museums deliberately mislead the ‘visitors’ into thinking that 
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the products it houses are old and important. That is the rub, that is the 
operation. Museums also receive very substantial government donations, 
because the false products on display contribute to the fraud of Tourism, 
wliicli is a major revenue stream for any government - tourisiii pays. 
Museums manipulate false measurements of age to make their false 
products seem much older than what they really are. Tlie Museum 
deceives the visitor with ‘information’ and ‘facts’ that are either not true or 
true only to a misleading degree, or are incongruent standards based on 
confusing and ambiguous terminology that results in the visitor being 
disorientated, misinfonned and/or just plain confused and, in such a 
state, the visitor is more likely to take the lies and misinformation as being 
tme, when it is not. The aim of the Museum, not unlike the Field Marshal 
in War Games, is to fool the visitor or onlooker into thinking that the 
products are of a much greater value than what they actually are. 

The prime method of false advertising in this regard is the Museum 
building itself, the very grand and imposing Architecture creates an 
atmosphere and environment where the visitor assumes that the building 
must house very important and valuable objects. One can call this tactic 
‘Oversized Packaging’, this is the first trick in the tiicks bag of Museums, 
oversizing the packaging. The huge size of the buUding compared to what 
it actually contains. There is no better example of this oversized packaging 
than a Museum. Imagine if you received a bottle of soft drink and it was 
only 5% full. That is the same as walking into a Museum and seeing that it 
is only 5% full - what one fii'st notices in a Museum is that it is 95% empty 
- which means that it is saving on stock! And instead of the visitors seeing 
an understocked shop, they believe that they are seeing a very 

important product that is of great value, and that the great space around 
it is the ‘filler’ that makes it seem valuable and rare and sought-after and 
highly desirable. From the outside one cannot see into the Museum so one 
does not know what one is going to get to see, this is itself a deception; 
shop-owners are more honest because they at least display their items in 
the fi'ont window and shoppers can see the products on display before 
entering the shop. It is true that having large containers and a lot of empty 
space is often used in food packaging so that the consumer may be misled 
into believing that he is getting more food than what is actually contained 
within the packaging. I suppose that Museums had this in mind when they 
thought up their oversized empty space gimmick. Bat with the Museums, 
the enormous empty and poorly lit (saving on electricity) spaces create an 


atmosphere where the visitor is inclined to overestimate the products on 
display and this is really an intimidation tactic, the visitor is simply 
overawed. And in this awe-struck state, the visitor is more likely to accept 
what he/she sees, and hears, and reads. And the information that the 
visitor will receive will also involve ‘puffing’, and ‘puffing’ is the deceitful 
act, or trick, whereby products ai'e exaggerated by and tlirough 
meaningless unsubstantiated terminology and superlatives; 'the world's 
oldest', 'the world's first', and so on. This may be seen as not being 
‘illegal’, as such, according to one's perspective, that it can be just a novel 
way of attracting the visitor’s attention, and may be framed as mere 
opinion of 'expert so and so' or 'professor such and such But the fact is 
that the Museum, unlike the gift-store full of souvenirs, has no regulation 
by which it can be charged for such misleading information, the Museum 
cannot be charged for these brazen, ‘illegal’ misrepresentations because it 
is not selling the products on display. The Museum souvenir-store would 
have more stringent ‘legal’ requirements for the sale of the items than the 
products on display in the Museum itself. The fact that the Museum has 
charged an entrance fee to view fraudulent artefacts could most certainly 
be deemed as fraud. Some Museums do not charge an entry fee, but those 
Museums receive government subsidies which more than make up for the 
gate toU. 

The other method of false advertising that the Museums use is 
Manipulation of Terms - the Museum simply gives imprecise meanings 
that are difficult to substantiate and also provides misleading graphics and 
imagery. Museums were amongst the first businesses to adopt Computer 
Generated Graphics for advertising of their products, using the latest 
technologies to create false histories for their products, i.e. enhancing the 
deception. Just as a ‘Royal Family' would create a false ancestral history to 
make it seem as though they were more important than they actually are. 

Museums are a scam, in other words. 

The little, nonsense Maya products filed past and queued at the 
Museum doors; little, comatose denizens haunting a giant stage-set of 
the Berlin Metropolis. Gennanistan Schmock creatures, dutiful httle 
schmock-bots in Made-In- China German pants. The new refugee 
‘honorary’ Germans get in for free, of course, as if they are royalty. The 
ordinary Germans, who have lived in Germany for all of their generations, 
must pay a fee to be cheated and defrauded, inside the building that their 
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own fathers had to build with their bare hands. The refugee dignitaries 
line up with their German supervisors as if the>’ are groups fi'om a Geimaii 
kindergarten. The German kindergarten for non-Geimans. The Germans 
have a new Royal FaniOy, a new aristocracy, and they aie the swarthy 
coons, the ugly, darkish, spidery looking cretins, Uberally scooped up from 
the sewers of Gerda, like some biological sludge that oozed and cried out 
in its own languishing pain, and every time the darkish sludge made an 
effete noise in some weird anthropomorphic rtvitch of perpetual complaint 
the German supervisors were there to care for it, to sip and to sup, 
whatever it so desired... The Germans, if they could be called 'Germans', 
were tending to the nests of spidery protoplasm, as if they were some form 
of Germanic membrane forming round a cyst, protecting the internal 
poison, clustering like little cells of defoiming abscesses - the Syrian, 
Turkish, Albanian, .Afghani, Iraqi, Indian and African carbuncles of 
infection on the body of Germania - infectious and aggressively expanding 
clusters of boils, being lovingly cared for by Germania herself! This 
hopeless and wretched corpse of Germania has sunk so low that she is 
utterly unrecognisable. I felt like vomiting up all my disgust all over her 
corpse. The worst thing was, that if these denizens knew who I was then 
they would rip up the cobblestones beneath their feet and stone me to 
death right here and now on Berlin's Museiun Island and the Germans 
w'ould cheer them on. This Myiasis Plague was carried here by the 
Germans themselves! Brought here on automobiles and planes and ships, 
designed and built by Germans, who then artificially inject the parasitic 
bacterium into their own open festering wounds. What was once called 
‘the Judaic Bacillus’ has multiplied into a seven-headed monstrous macro- 
cystic tumour! 

This growth has been growing here for a very long time — the growth 
of the Bacillus. The lies of the Altes Museum (originally named the 
Konigliches Museum) are a prime example; here the Geimans have built 
what is the original classical architecture in order to house a false history 
that pretends that it was not the Germans that first designed and built 
classical architecture, and they do this by displaying a poor quality, 
cracked pot that was bought from a Berlin antique-decor dealer - the pots 
on display at the Museum are the pots that the second-hand junk dealers 
could not sell in their shops because the pots were damaged or of an 
inferior quaUty. And there is a myriad of other fraudulent artworks in this 


Museum. I wandered around scanning the junk items of deception on 
display inside the enormously expensive and extravagant rooms. The 
sculptures were mainly bought from junk merchants in Berlin and 
Warsaw. Tlieii, novel stories are puffed out in word and image to describe 
the junk as if it were a great ‘antiquity’ or some exotic treasure from the 
distant past. ‘Greek’ or ‘Egyptian’ is what they call the unsellable, broken 
and inferior quality of second-hand junk dealers from Berlin and Warsaw. 
It was known, around the traps, that if a junk dealer could not sell his 
w'ares in his shop then he could send it to the Museum and they would buy 
it and for much more than he could sell it for in his shop, as long as he 
came up with an adventurous tale to add to the bit of junk! Tales sell! 
Turning stories into gold! And a broken pot could be sold for more than a 
good pot. All of the ‘ancient artefacts’ in the Museum come fi'om German 
households and retail junk shops; the outdated decor and furnishings that 
were no longer of any use became these ‘Greek’ and ‘Egyptian’, and 
‘Roman’ antiquities for the Berlin Museums. It was merely a design fad of 
the i8* and iq^Centuries. Greece, Egypt and Rome were buOt by German, 
French and British architects and engineers in the i8* and 19* Centuries 
AD, The building of theAlfes Museum is proof itself of these facts. Because 
the designer of this budding is Karl Friedrich Schinkel who also designed 
Athens, based on designs by his mentor, the Prussian architect Friedrich 
GiUy, for the monument to Friedrich II of Prassia in 1797 - Berlin was 
built before Athens! The lie is to call ‘Athens’ ‘Classical’ and Berlin 
‘Neoclassical’ - because the masses must always be lied to. It is obvious 
that the Altes Museum is the original classical architecture and that the 
‘ruins’ of Athens were just the broken pieces that were not suitable for the 
construction of the Altes Museum in Berlin! The off-cuts, the inferior 
quality stones and marbles, and the broken columns, were sent to Athens 
by the German architects and arranged into a landscape folly on the hill¬ 
top of the Ac/'opoh’s and other places, just scattered around in a haphazard 
manner to make them appear old so that there could be a tourist market 
created. The Geimans themselves did this and they had no qualms about 
destroying and lying about their own history. It is much cheaper to place a 
few old rocks on the ground and to declare that, ‘Here was once a mighty, 
ancient culture that flourished for thousands of years. ’ One does not have 
to reconstruct much, just scatter a few old rocks around the place and the 
humans will believe anything you mal<e up regarding them - ‘Oh, they are 
very ancient, that is why they are decayed and in ruins, but we have 
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university professors and students conducting a dig in the area and, with 
our carbon dating scientists, we can confirm that the rocks are very 
ancient and the work of a highly sophisticated native populace who were 
fai more advanced than the Northern Europeans at the time. If you don't 
believe it, we have several university professors who are writing books 
on the subject now, and the site has been declared world heritage and of 
historical signijicance, and we will all receive millions in grants for the 
research and development of our hypothesis, and receive national prizes, 
and go to the expensive gala functions, and appear on television, and be 
written about in newspapers and journals, all of which are funded by the 
same people who fund us-whom you have never seen.’ 

Imagine if I built a house and it just fell down, due to inferior 
construction techniques, into a pile of nibble, and then I sold the pile of 
rubble for twent\’ times more than it was worth because I said. Oh, it fell 
down into a pile of rubble 3,000 years ago, it is very old, that is why you 
see a pile of rubble, because it is so very, very old. So, therefore, because 
it is so old, you must give me twenty times what it is worth, because my 
pile of rubble is 3,000 years older than your house!’ That is what the 
Greeks and Italians do, but they must have learnt how to do that from the 
Germans, whom were the masters of the art! They do the same thing 
today, all over the world, with ‘indigenous cultures’, they have not changed 
their devious methods of architectural and archaeological fraud. ‘Classical 
Greece’ is a Pmssian designed stage-set of landscape follies. ‘Ancient 
Egv’pf was inspired by stage-set designs for ^Volfgang Amadeus Mozart's 
opera. The Magic Flute'. Schinkel also worked on these operatic designs 
that would be later constructed out of in-situ concrete in Eg\pt by 
European engineers working for the Suez Canal Company, the pvxamid 
style construction of which was fornuUated on pyramid stone 
constructions used as breakwaters for ports and for canals. The exact same 
stone construction that was used at the Suez Canal and Port Said 
breakwaters was used to build the Pyramids out of a mixture of concrete 
and sand, cast into blocks, the blocks were moved using cranes, the same 
cranes that constructed the Suez Canal. The construction of the Suez Canal 
and the Egyptian PxTamids, which were designed as a landscape follies for 
tourism purposes and the creation of ‘architectural wonders’ in the 19* 
Century, was a private, joint-stock operation of French, Austrian, Russian, 
British and Prussian Corporations. The great sea canal in Holland is 
composed of a simUar artificial stone. {Discoveries and Inventions of the 


ig‘^ Century - Robert Routledge). The pvTamids are symbolic of the River 
Crossing Guilds expansion into canal and port building. The ‘Arabic’ and 
‘Egyptian' architectural styles were created and built by Europeans, and in 
particular by the Prassians. Tlie iron cranes of dr edges and elevators were 
used to lift the concrete blocks, one on top of the other. These 
constructions were a mechanical contrivance of the River Crossing Guild; 
the anachronistic Great Pyramid of Cheops is a memorial monument to 
this remarkable 19* Century' engineering accomplislunent. The 
construction of the Suez Canal, betw'een the Mediterranean and the Red 
Sea, dwarfs the construction of the ceremonial pvTamids, which are merely 
a token gesture towards the suzerainty lands of Egypt by the Companies 
involved in the titanic 100 mile long canal construction. 

My'steiies are created by Corporations, dedicated to their oyvn profit, 
through adventure and the exploration of new lands - Guilds are 
traditionally called ‘mysteries’. Just as old Shipping Companies had a 
figurehead on the prow of the ship, and so it was that the Canal, being the 
conduit for shipping, would have a figurehead in Empress Eugenie of 
Austria, as a form of puppet decoration for the Suez Canal enterprise. The 
figurehead is always a puppet, a figurine without any real power. A major 
investment was made in the Suez Canal by Prince Jerome Napoleon 
Bonaparte, who was descended from a family of merchant traders, from 
Westphalia and Wiirttemberg. One could say that ‘Ancient Egypt’ is part 
of a Geman court theatre design. Later, the history of the Westphalian 
Kings within the Confederation of the Rhine was transported, through 
literature and the mighty printing press, and transmogrified into 
‘Napoleonic History’ and what came to be knowm as ‘French’. The 
Bonaparte French Dynasty was little more than a travelling troupe of 
German actors in fancy dress, much like what became known as the 
British Royal Family, who were also a German acting troupe in fancy' 
dress. 

Tlie liberation of the Jew^ first takes place in Westphalia, and a new 
language was formed in the halls of the Unh'ersity of Helmstedt, called 
Hebrew. Before this time, Jews spoke the Rhienish dialect of 
Yiddish/German, a ghetto, colloquial styde, Germanic language. The 
wealthy businessman and Father of modern Jewry, Israel Jacobson, was 
the sponsor of this new language. The first Jewish synagogue was built by 
Israel Jacobson in 1810. It should be noted that Israel Jacobson was also a 
Christian of the Evangelical Church of Prassia, and that his followers were 
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named Jacobites. He was both a Lutheran and a Jew! Israel Jacobson 
moved to Berlin, which signifies the extension of the Duchy of Westphalia 
(which was the traditional seat of the great Germanic Holy Roman 
Empire) to Brandenburg and the swamplands of the Northern March. Tliis 
sandy swampland was drained and cultivated by the Holy Roman Empire 
of the Germans, and the Prussian State was formed. The Pnissian State 
itself is very much an artificial creation. And here on Museum Island one 
can see the original Berlin Acropolis, designed specifically for the new 
Kingdom of Prussia, which preceded the design of small architectural 
fiivolities and follies in Athens. And somehow this is all tied up to set 
designs for the Magic Flute! And with the massive Industrialisation of 
Germany from the 19* Centuiy onwards, which was, in fact, the first 
Industrial Revolution. Russia, in comparison to Prussia, would not 
undergo her Industrialisation until the 1950’s, when the German 
‘prisoners’, after the Second World War, voluntarily laboured in the 
construction of the modem state of the USSR, whom it is supposed they 
lost a war to; during that time all German industrial technology was 
handed freely to the USSR. Russia, as its name suggests, had always been 
a mere colonial outpost of Prussia. 

In the halls of the Altes Museum, designed by Schinhel, I felt indeed 
as if I was in a theatrical stage-setting, designed by Berlin’s Master 
Designer; I wandered in the realm of the Magician Sarasfro, and his 
fantastic ‘Greek’, ‘Roman’ and ‘Egyptian’ stj'les and illusions. No doubt 
that Masonry is also some expiugated trade-mystery transformed from 
the designs of Pmssian Architects and construction companies. Schinkel's 
fabulous Magic Emporium - Antikensammlung — of Berlin... The 
labyrinthine rooms of Masonic madness, enclosed all aroimd me, spectres 
of the past crawled up the stone walls, the cunningly devised atriactions 
of artifice held only dubiety that masqueraded as science and art, a 
systematic cataloguing of lies and deceptions which grew and expanded 
into the mummeiy of the Prassian Academy of Arts and their 
multitudinous genii and daemons, solidified with pigment, ink, stone, 
marble and clay — they tamed the Horse, but will they tame me? 



The first international archaeological society was founded here, in 
Berlin, which was ‘New Rome’ - Cologne being ‘Old Rome’ - the 
figurehead was Frederick William W, the King of Prussia, and the co¬ 
conspirators were Friedrich Wilhelm Eduard Gerhard, Theodor Panofka, 
Otto Magnus von Stackelbeig and August Kestner. They, looked to 
Alexander von Humboldt as their master-mind and to Johann Joachim 
Wiuckelmann as their founding father. They formed together the 
Romischen Hyperboreer or the ‘Hyperboreans’, a group of German 
scholars who invented the fiction of ‘classical rains' which would become 
the predicate of the embiyonic, humanitarian 'sciences’ of the German 
Archaeological Institute. They and their associated societies and clubs, 
conducted and oversaw the design of artificial ruins in Italy, Egypt, Greece 
and Turkey, and later, all over the world. They invented fancy costumes 
and fashions for non-existent peoples, as part of their elaborate fictions, 
fi'om mock grave-yards to wall-paintings to vases, jeweOeiy and potteiy. 
And some foity years before the German/Jewish swindler Heinrich 
Schlieinann practised his craft in archaeological fraud, these Berlin 
swindlers had already established a flourishuig market in ‘antiquities’ that 
were cleverly supported by faulty sophist dogmas that were 
unrepresentative of reality - if one wants to learn the ‘Art of the Swindle' 
then one needs to learn from the masters, the Berlin Archaeologists! I 
continued to wade through the dense swamp of the Great Conspiracy that 
pervaded the halls of this masonic house of lies, a Museum template that 
has been duplicated and replicated all over the world. The world is truly a 
stage! 
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Standing in the main atrium of the Altes Museum, I considered the 
absurdit)' of ‘Neoclassicism’, which was, as an architectural style, later 
copied and built in Rome, Italy, by German architects. It seemed perfectly 
obvious to me tliat tliis was tlie original Pantheon — Schinkel's Pantheon — 
a smaller replica was constructed in the fahe Rome in Italy. Schinkel 
designed the world's first great Ionic temple, with its great colonnade and 
majestic internal rotunda. I could not help but chuckle to myself as I 
thought of all the world believing that this design originally came from the 
‘Eternal City’ on the Italian Peninsula, and not from the mind of Karl 
Friedrich Scliinkel in 1824 - undoubtedly Berhn's greatest Architect. It felt 
good to know that no other human could see this but me; to feel 
exclusively at odds with aU human records made me feel proud, I was 
proud to be inhuman, I was proud to be de-humanised... 

Palladian Architecture is New Rome Berhn Architecture! As much 
as redactors would like to shift around the dates and the times in order for 
it to appear otherwise, the evidence is quite clear to me. If I take the 
viewpoint back to Johann Joachim Winckelmann, tlie Margrave of 
Brandenburg, who was the first German Arcliaeologist and Art Historian: 
his Hellenist literature was dug up from the private 42,000 volume library 
of Heinrich von Biinau of Saxony. Which is where Homer, Herodotus, 
Sophocles, Xenophon and Plato were ‘discovered’, as well as Voltaire and 
Montesquieu. In this sense, Winckelmann invented the mytholog>' of 
Prussian Sparta when he compared it to Hellenic Dresden, as part of his 
prodigious letter wilting and personal amusement, I suppose. Johann 
Wolfgang von Goethe was a student of Winckelmann. as were many other 
Romantic and Enlightenment thinkers, who attempted to imitate fictional 
‘ancients' that they found in private libraries in Germany. The mimetic 
character simply copies what it sees, but what it saw was not real... 
Enlightenment Classical Idealism began in a private library and then 
developed into an enterprise and industry. Lessing, Herder, Goethe, Kant 
— they all followed the gods of ink and vellum; but who were these gods of 
ink and vellum, that the humans worshipped and buOt monuments and 
temples to, was it just for a commercial venture, a basic con-job, or was 
there something more devious and sinister behind this artful deception 
that these human schmockbots have partaken in over the centuries? What 
Winckelmann proved with his History of the Art of Antiquity, was that 
one did not need to dig first to discover an antiquity, one could write first 
and then dig second, and that wherever one dug one would miraculously 


discover what one wrote about first! ‘Without a model’, Winckelmann 
called it, and this was how archaeology was born, from the mind and pen 
of Winckelmann, a bookish German dilettante, who had a fantastic knack 
for turning his books into gold ducats — the books anticipated the antiquity 
merchandise that was said to be buried ai'ound the world at certain hidden 
locations that ouly ‘qualified’ Ai'chaeologlsts could find... It seemed that all 
one had to do was to read the book and then go and dig in the previously 
'secret’ location to find the buried treasure of the antiquity merchandise. 
Tlius Winckelmann has become the Patron Saint of the confidence trick 
called ‘Archaeology’. He also worked for the Elector of Saxony, and was 
the first con-man to turn a broken vase into a gold ducat. Later, he 
perfected the art of turning a half-decayed papyrus leaf into a treasure 
chest of gold ducats. Soon the Prussian State caught on to the marvellous 
alchemy at work with Winckelmann and co, and they wanted a piece of the 
action for their own social stimulus projects — how to turn a failed 
building project into a good earner, and how to make money out of a 
building that falls down, or without even having to actually buUd a 
building in the first place - instead of actually constructing a building one 
can do as the Greeks and the Italians do, just get one stone and put it 
down and say that that stone used to be an entire stone building of great 
antiquity, a stone building that was once the greatest building in the 
world, but that now all that is left is one old stone, so the magic trick is the 
illusion that is put into the mind of the viewer - and then one says that 
the building was built thousands of yearn ago, but that the ancestors of the 
viewer destroyed it and therefore need to pay to re-build it! If one can gain 
the confidence of the gullible viewer then one can even get the viewer to 
feel guiltv’ and make him pay an insurance for a lost budding that was 
never even built, and so the fraud and deception expands and expands to 
greater and more complex levels of deception and that is what really 
makes a great con-job indeed great, the fact that it keeps on expanding 
and taking on new levels of complexity and draws in more and more 
suckers... 

Here is the world's first ‘Museum’ and, one must say, it is quite a 
magnificent building; all Museum architecture follows after the principles 
of design laid out in Schinkel's Altes Museum in Berlin. So, therefore, the 
portraits, the sarcophagi, the urns, the reliefs, the vases, the statues, all of 
the paraphernalia, impedimenta and accoutrements of the archaeological 
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and art and design trade that mahe up this Emporium, are also the first 
examples of their t>pe, which have later been copied by other State 
Governments and Corporations, and even your average penny-pinching, 
bog-standard swindler the world over, and the world produces the bog- 
standard swindler in such abundance that one can only think that the 
W'Orld desires nothing more than a world full of bog-standard swindlers - 
it is what the world wants; the world is, at heart - a Swindle maker! But, 
still, I am sure that there is something more behind this charade, and I 
plan to investigate further... In the meantime, I submit to the elders of 
Berlin that their ’Athens' is about as real as Peter Pan's Neverlond, and 
that the ‘Kingdom of Israel' is about as real as the land of Cockaigne, and 
that ‘ancient China’ is about as real as Disneyland! There is an infinity of 
places and histories that do not exist in reality but from where many 
fantastic fictions are spawned endlessly. And was this not a section or 
clause of cop>Tight law, that to become the exclusive literary properh’ of 
the author it was decreed that no actual historical truth could be claimed 
as the author's personal intellectual property, only a work of fiction or 
fantasy could receive an exclusive copyright? As soon as a historical tmth 
is made public, it becomes collective property. That is why historical tmth 
is not made public because one cannot make private propeify out of the 
tmth. in publishing terms. Thus the sign of veracity considering wTiften 
w'orks and their subsequent concoction as artefacts and antiquities is a 
false business. The publicist's claims of ‘truthfulness’, are paradoxically, 
ultimately, proven to be signs of fiction, falsity, simUitude and 
verisimilitude. So the claim of ‘tmthfulness’, in regard to history, is a lie 
and therefore can be made public! So we come to the position of despair, 
for all language is a pattern of symbolic signs, assuming a shared past, but 
instead of being trae, that ‘pasf, assumed to be shared, is false - and 
an individualised personal invention that has become shared through copy 
and mimicry - the endless his-stories of Mimesis. Artificial invention. So 
therefore only illusion. Becaii.se an illusion can only describe illusion, as 
like begets like, in this world, so that which is not illusion or the like must 
be Truth, and Truth not of this world because this world is illusion... Only 
an Ulusionary World can produce a world of illusions. I call this 
‘Devolutionary Mimesis’. And thus, even my own terrestrial ‘I’, is only an 
illusion. Only Timelessness has value, thus it can be asked, what value has 
the I that is subjected to Time? The collapse of the Third Reich is as 
bewildering as the collapse of the First or the Second Reich, but what is 


undoubtedly true is that all three were founded on a false heroic idealism 
of the front-line soldiers and the propagation of their lies, the unknown 
soldiers who sold-lies! The culmination of which was the rise of an 
unknown soldier naiiied Adolf Hitler to the appointment of Reich 
Chancellor, the Rihrer of the Reich, the ‘Holy Roman King’ of the 
Geimans, and the last Romanorwn Imperator, according to this operatic 
Mystery Play. What was this Grand Illusion of National Socialism? 

At the Deutsches Historisches Museum I saw a reproduction of the 
Bronze Wehrmacht statue, the original of which once stood gracefully in 
the Court of Honour at the New Reich Chancellery building of the Third 
Reich, in Berlin. It looked astonishing, a marvel of artistic genius, and this 
prototype was only twice as big as a man - the completed statue, that has 
been lost, was eight times as big as a man! The Reich Chancellery building 
was one of the architectural wonders of the world. The design, that has 
been attributed to Albert Speer, was sublime, it is not possible that the 
Reich's greatest architect would then become the Reich's greatest traitor, 
so I suspect that Albert Speer was not the architect, but an actor who 
pretended to be an architect, and therefore he was always a traitor. How 
otherwise could it be possible that the third most powerful man in the 
Tliird Reich was a traitor to the Reich?Unless he was always a traitor. I 
once thought that Albert Speer, like the other surviving Nazis, was a kind 
of suffering maityT forced into making false confessions, but the truth is, 
Speer is guilty of Treason! He manufactured weapons for the ‘enemies’of 
the Third Reich and then surrendered and spent the rest of his life 
condemning the Reich he had sworn an oath to defend tOl his death! 

The colossal building, composed in the purest of National Socialist 
architectonic forms of stone and marble blocks, represented the highest 
possible apogee of human building design and construction, which is a 
design that would be far above the capabilities or even the understanding 
of a traitor like Speer. The Reich Chancellery will never be matched, it was 
the very pinnacle in the Germanic Classical architectural form. Today, 
nothing remains of it, except a heap of buried rubble, the humans 
themselves destroyed it. So was it actually human in the first place? If one 
looks at the old photographs of the Reich Chancellery then one is struck by 
a sense of the meta-human majesty of the construction - a Temple of the 
Gods. But were these unknown Gods trustworthy? 
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A figurine of the Germanic Viktoria Goddess was also present in the 
museum foyer, I viewed it suspiciously... Then a strange woodcut caught 
my attention, it was entitledi^t^pZ?Zaf^3epe;l den Ablasshandel [‘Pamphlet 
against the sale of indulgences'), by Matthias Gening, 1568. The woodcut 
depicted a vile, beast-like, androgynous Basilisk with a branch protruding 
from its neck and a camp-fire on its head which cooked a black pot which 
hung from the branch. Small human figures tended to the fire. Devilish 
creatures carried human figures into the gaping mouth of the monster and 
inside the mouth a group of humans sat at a table awaiting to be devoured 
and turned into ink for pamphlets, the Basilisk monster sat on an 
indulgences pamphlet and the words oozed out of its foul rectum onto the 
pamphlet. The Basilisk was the Printing Press that produced the 
Indulgence Pamphlets - Tire Basilisk of Indulgentiarwn Doctrina. 

I then saw the Ortenburg Bibel, one of the first printed Bibles ever 
made, the author was Martin Luther and it was printed in Augsburg, in 
1535 - it is printed on young human skin (yellum), which goes by the 
euphemism Parchment'. The description read; ‘In 1535 with the support 
of the Fuggers a tivo-volume luxury edition completely printed on 
parchment was issued. It is an unsurpassed masterpiece of the art of 
printing.' All Bibles are copied from tlie original Geiman Bibles of the 
Middle Ages, the examples and proof of which can be found in German 
Museums... Printing pi'ecedes the scribe process of handwriting because 
the German language is typographic and designed with a typographic 
alphabet to be printed with a process of mechanical reproduction of 
typographic text. Moveable Type was ‘invented’ in Germany by Johannes 
Gutenberg in the 15* Century. Therefore no Bibles predate the 15* 
Century. Many Bibles happen to have been ‘rediscovered’ though, after the 
15'^ Century', in the libraries of the Brewers Guild, and are .still being 
‘rediscovered’ today, It is unexplained as to exactly how the Bibles 
managed to vanish and then suddenly reappear in the display cabinets of 
Museums - they call this ‘a mystery’’. However, the discoverers always 
manage to furnish their discoveries with fanciful tales, which are all 
equally novel and fancifid, and perhaps even more so than the Bible tales 
themselves. Fragments of text are usually found, rather than a whole 
Bible, because fragments are more easily forged. It simply takes less time 
and effort to make a fraudulent fragment of text rather than an entire 
complete Bible. The Codex Argenteus forgery would be a perfect example 


of this profitable graft. 

Alphabetic typographic language requires an original metal matrix, 
which is a mould for casting a letter used in letterpress printing. The 
matrix holds the ink that is used to make the letter type ‘image’ that makes 
up the print. Type metal is required for this process, the type metal comes 
from the type foundry where molten metal is injected into a mould that 
has the shape of the alphabetic glyph. In the alchemy of metal Founders 
for making printable letters, one begins with the ‘Age of Lead', the Lead is 
then hardened with Iron - the alloy must be perfect - not too soft, nor too 
hard, otherwise Jeremiah will say - ‘O Matrix, do your eyes not see the 
printing teeth, they must not weaken, because then they will be consumed 
in the pot of fire, for they refused correction, they became too hard, 
harder than rock and they refused to sq/len.’ (Jeremiah 5:3). 

I then proceeded to an example of the Prussian Civil Code, which 
was enacted in 1794. It read: ‘In 1750, Frederick II issued a General 
Regulation for the Jews. It was supposed to increase Jews’ usefulness as 
a source of tax revenue while at the same time strictly limiting their 
number.' The German Jewish manufacturers and the German Jewish 
bankers always received State privileges, they were sponsored by the State. 
And the dissimulation process of the irontooth printed word was in full 
force by 1750. 

Next I went to the Berliner Dom, in Colin, the old historical 
neighbourhood of Berlin which was named after the Mother City of Koln. 
Berlin was. basically, Neu Koln (New Rome). Then I headed for the 
democratic German Reichstag which was constructed for the German 
People - Dem Deutschen Volke. It appeared like a giant mausoleum for 
the Dead of Germany... The Soviet graffiti was still visible on the walls that 
were pock-marked with bullet holes and the blasts of artillery shells, from 
when it was used as target practice. It seemed more like gnibby, old, giant, 
public toilet block This is where the current travesty of government now 
resides. It aO seemed so perverse and ridiculous that my thoughts were 
suddenly arrested, my owm thoughts departed from the monstrous blight 
of the Reichstag in total rebellion. Tire only reasonable action was to vralk 
away. I felt numb, and shell-shocked. I felt as if I was a minute 
conscious point amid an omnipotent Conspiracy of immense proportions. 
The vestiges of any remaining humanity were stripped from me, I felt 
contrary to the world, de-humanised, totally misanthropic on all 
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accounts... Logic declared I resign now, resign from being, I was shocked 
by my own thoughts that I no longer wanted to even think anymore, I did 
not want to be in a human body at all... What is it? What is it that is 
o\'ercoining me? 

I prayed that a geological ‘Age of Sand’ would really devour the 
Reichstag whole - that beneadi its sandy foundations an enormous sink¬ 
hole would open up and swallow the great edifice of debacle whole - that 
it would sink back into the swampy marshland from which it once arose. 
There was simply notliing else to be hoped for. But I conld not imagine 
that Fate would be so sensible. I could see it limping on, unfortunately, 
like myself, slowly degenerating, slowly deteriorating over time, as the 
busy, rotten little corpses cxicupying the decaying corpse of the Reichstag 
slithered like blind worms in and out of its orifices, their stupid heads 
stuck out of their clothes Uke Ventriloquist wooden puppet heads painted 
with a smug kind of deceit for a countenance. Tlie Reichstag of 
Ventriloquism. A hulking form of perversity that comprised the supposed 
capital ‘head’ of Germany; inside, the Berlin horror show dragged on, 
limping on like a hunchback fi’om a freak's sideshow that nobody is even 
interested in anymore, not even for a theatrical shock value that might 
titillate a democratic passer-by into parting with a Euro cotton note. A 
democratic parliament is a freak-show of grandiose proportions! The word 
‘parliament’ comes from the Latin parabola, meaning - ‘parable , a 
narrative setting forth something in terms of something else, a fictitious 
story told in order to point to a moral, apologue or allegory - an ‘Act of 
Parliament’ - is an Act! All parliamentarians are actors, they are ugly 
actors, freakish grotesques. I walked towards the Berlin Tiergarten, 
praying for a giant sink-hole. Anything that has ever resided inside the 
Reichstag is a parable, peopled with actors. If war is politics by another 
means, then war is also an Act. an allegory, a parable; Lights, Camera, 
Action. The raconteur Degrelle was ri^t about one thing, and that was 
that Hitler was a Democrat. The Ultimate Parliamentarian... The time of 
Democracy is over, the time of Politics is over, the time of Nationalism is 
over, now is the time for Truth and Justice. 

Under the shaded paths of the Tiergarten, I longed to blot out the 
sun, to see the sun eclipsed by my own internal fire. I wanted to walk out 
of this world of darkness guided by my burning blood as a lantern - 
Escape, somehow', with my own fuel, powered by my own steam. I desired 


to remove my own spine and crush it under foot! It was a burden. As if my 
own spine was the cord holding me down on a torture rack. I just needed 
to loosen it up a bit... I don't need it, let's just be done with it... I hated mv' 
own spine! A Helios blast-furnace wliiiied witliiu, a vortex of fiery 
dissolution, imploding my own vertebrae snake-spine. I was a dejected 
ghost-like thing in the gardens whose blood could fuel flame-throwers, 
wandering through Berlin's Tiergarten... There seemed that there was 
nothing left for me but a dismal wait to a morbid end. I was divorced, it 
seemed for good, from even mortal eyes, and had enlisted in the ghostly 
grey ranks of the dead, to TotenReich come, only Death would be my 
Bride. 

My thoughts turned to the Eastern Front. After World War II, the 
Soviets themselves did not even know how they were able to win the war. 
Tlie several hundred German Generals that were captured by the Allies did 
not know how they had lost the war; together they concocted a pastiche of 
feeble alibis in an attempt to explain w'hat happened to their new 
employers - the United Nations. There were no actual records of what 
acbially happened, nobody knows what actually happened, so the 
Americans invented the ‘records’ and the ‘documents' in the 1980's. Up 
until that time, the explanation as to what happened duiing Operation 
Barbarossa was based only on ‘eye-witness' reports from the Germans (See 
Jonathan M House). Tlie German Generals stated their three major alibis 
as being: 

1) Hitler was incompetent and interfered with military' 

matters; 

2) Extreme weather and terrain; 

3) Waves of fanatical Soviet Soldiers. 

In regards to the first point, Hitler was Supreme Commander of all 
German Armed Forces, or so he was meant to be according to the records. 
So then, I would remind the German Generals of their Oath; 'I swear to 
God this sacred oath to the Fiihrer of the German Reich and Volkes, Adolf 
Hitler, Supreme Commander of the armed forces, I shall render 
unconditional obedience and that as a brave soldier I shall at all times 
be prepared to give my life for this oath. ’ To claim that Adolf Hitler was 
incompetent is contrary in the first instance because the Supreme 
Commander of the German armed forces, therefore any disobedience is 
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punishable by death, this is in accordance with the Third Reich military 
standards. Basically, if Hitler was indeed Supreme Commander then he 
cannot be incompetent as Supreme Commander, because all those under 
him had elected him as Leader and vowed to sei've him unconditionally till 
death. The Generals should not have sworn the oath if they did not believe 
it! In this case they are liars and traitors. Tlie oath does not say diat the 
brave soldier should surrender his weapons to the enemy and then lie 
about what happened afterwards for the rest of his life! 

The second point of extreme weather and terrain is a moot point; no 
General blames the weather and terrain for a loss when the enemy he is 
fighting is using the same terrain and experiencing the same weather. 
Hitler, in regards to tliis, states that the German armed forces were 
provided with the best equipment and weapons and clothing and shelter 
and rations and supplies, far better than the Russians, so the Gemaii 
Generals cannot blame the weather for their surrender. I will point out 
that no surrender under any circumstances is acceptable by Third Reich 
military' standards. 

By the end of 1942, uith their superior equipment, machinery and 
better trained troops with more experience and more advanced weaponry, 
the Gemans had gained nearly all of the significant and usable land in 
Russia, which was West of the Urals - to take back this land would have 
been much more difficult for the Russians than for the Germans to hold 
onto it, no matter what the weather conditions were; considering all 
realistic military endeavour, the weather conditions would have had a 
greater detrimental effect upon an offensive military' campaign rather than 
on a defensive military action and the Germans were in a defensive 
position and the Russians were thus, having being forced back previously, 
needing to regain the territory' which they had lost, so the Russians would 
have had to take the offensive at the worst time possible. Therefore the 
adverse weather conditions and terrain in late 1942 and into 1943 would 
have favoured the German defensive, positions and not any Russian 
counter-offensive attacks. It can also be added that the Germans had the 
support of the Russian civilians and peasants who welcomed the Germans 
as their liberators from the yoke of Bolshevik Russia. 

From the examples of the first stages of Operation Barbarossa and 
the Russo-Finnish war, the third point must be a fabrication, because the 
Russian soldiers were far from fanatical, indeed the Russians themselves 
claimed that they frequently had to ‘purge’ their ranks and even their 


generals were purged’ because of the lack of fanaticism! It’s hard to 
imagine from where the great waves of ‘fanatical’, and ‘expertly trained’, 
and ‘well disciplined’ Russian soldiers materialised fi'om, given that most 
of the Russian soldiers had been captured — in their millions — by the 
Germans during the first stages of the war. It would be impossible to 
replace the first soldiers with even better soldiers, because these first 
soldiers and officers and generals would not have been able to train and 
discipline the new Russian recruits in time for the counter-offensive 
because they had all been either captured or killed, according to the 
‘mihtary reports’. 

The entire demographic structure of the said ‘reserve armies’ was 
developed in Germany, therefore even any notion of the Russians being 
able to produce great waves of reservist troops would have been reliant on 
learning that process from the Germans in the first place {As Panzer 
General Hoth confessed to General von Manstein - ‘The Russians have 
learned the art of war from us.'). In any case, I would then submit to the 
German Generals: how did their own German, first-line, professional, 
battle-experienced troops, lose to ill-trained Russian reservist ti'oops none 
of whom had any battle experience? How did the Russians somehow 
manage to muster, from sparsely populated areas deep inside tlieir own 
wilderness, a fully professional and experienced fighting force adopted 
from a Geiman system? Where did these phantom armies of fanatical 
Russian troops come from? One can draw all the imaginary' army groups 
with grapliics and glyphs on maps but that is not evidence. Maps and 
graphics are not evidence, neither are films and w'ar propaganda footage, 
especially when they are produced years, and sometimes decades, after the 
war has ended. I submit that the greater part of the Russian State was 
West of the Urals, where the greater demographics of Russians were 
located and where all significant infrastructure and navigable land was. 
which had already been liberated by the Wehrinacht and the Waffen SS - 
‘liberated' in the sense that it was under the control of Germany and the 
population therein along with all infrastructure, resources and so on, was 
all under the firm control of tlie Germans from the beginning, and they 
had the full support of the Russian civilian population, which were, for the 
most part, of Germanic descent themselves (as it was the Geimanic 
peoples that originally settled the Russian lands). And I would also point 
out that Moscow had been cut off from Leningrad and Stahngrad, and that 
90% of all infrastructure, farming land, sea ports, factories, roads and 
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railways had already been ‘captured’ and were in German hands. I might 
add that the Germans had also taken the oil refineries in the Caucasus, 
and so where did the Russians start producing their oil again? In the non¬ 
oil producing region of the Ural luountaiiis? Yet regardless of the 
geographies, petroleum is synthetically produced'. Which is the great 
secret of the peti'oleum industiy. The technologj to produce oil and 
petroleum did not come from Russia but came from Germany, Oilfields 
are a myth created by the oil industry; in the 2i=‘ Centuiy, it is now' known, 
that all oil and petroleum is produced in factories and distilleries, and that 
the Russians, or anybody else, could not have manufactured the enormous 
oil and petroleum supplies that are smthetically made in factories without 
German assistance, let alone move huge industrial factories and plants 
around as though they were moving around children's LEGO pieces... 

LEGOLAND, that should be the name of Russia, as it is no different 
to the Danish amusement blocks for play. {LEGO is the only thing that the 
Danish people can claim as their own invention, however it is not their 
invention because the self-interlocking toy bricks were already being 
made, and the material of cellulose acetate used to make the toy bricks was 
invented by the German chemists Aidhur Eichengriin and Theodore 
Becker, the plastic injection moulding machines were German also, so, 
after all, self-interlocking plastic bricks are a German invention and not 
Danish). Artificial fibres such as cellulose acetate and rayon are made 
from wood pulp, and the veiy first manufacturers of these materials such 
as Johann Urban {Vereinigte Glanzstoff-Fabriken] were all German or 
linked directly to German companies. 

Finally. I would bring up the decisive factor of the railways. As Hitler 
explained in one of his last speeches on the 3"* October 1941, nearly all of 
the railway tracks in Russia that the Axis had conquered were converted to 
‘German Gauge’ steel tracks (were they always German Gauge tracks?), 
meaning that if the Russians re-took the land and ti'acks they would not be 
able to use them with their Russian carriages and trains which were built 
to travel only on ‘Russian Gauge’ tracks. Russia was a land connected by 
Railways; and he who controlled the Railways controlled Russia, and the 
Railway tracks, by late 1942, were predominately under the control of the 
Axis, and had been converted to German Gauge tracks, or, perhaps, they 
had always been German Gauge tracks. This means that even if the 
Russians did retake the geographical areas that had been conquered by the 


Germans, then they would have had to reconvert the tracks then in order 
to move their tanks and artilleiy and soldiers... The only possible solution 
to this, it has been suggested, is that the Russians used American Lend- 
Lease trucks instead of the railways but this would not have been possible 
because there were no sealed roads suitable for such large convoys of 
trucks and large and heavy equipment and machinery in the Russian 
temtoiy, because Russia was predominately a raOway-locomotive 
designed territory and had very few usable, narigable roads. Any trucks, of 
course, coming from America, could not arrive on the Eastern Front 
because they would have had to come by ship fi'om America to the Port of 
Vladivostok, which is in the Sea of Japan, again controlled by the Axis. 
Even if trucks did make it to 'Vladivostok, they could not drive all the way 
across the vast tundras and forests of Siberia, they would have had to 
come via the Trans-Siberian raUway. There is no possible North Sea route 
that the alleged Lend-Lease trucks could have taken, on their long sea 
journey from America to Russia, that can be considered to be logistically 
possible, considering the size, duration and complexity' of the shipments 
involved as well as all of the adverse weather conditions. Even if the trucks 
had arrived, there were no mechanical parts for the up-keep and the 
maintenance , nor any replacement parts, and no skilled mechanics, nor 
experienced drivers to operate them. Without secured and reliable lines, 
from the factory to the front, no mechanical equipment can be used 
effectively during war-time operations. I ask, as a matter of logistics, how 
many Lend-Lease trucks per month could amve in Moscow from America 
using any delivery procedure that has been suggested by any side in World 
War II; logistically, how many trucks could be delivered per month? I 
hardly think that these trucks were the ‘wonder weapons' that 'won’ the 
Russians the war, even if they could somehow materialise in the hesieged’ 
Russian cities. The only area where Lend-Lease trucks could operate 
effectively, would have been on the sealed German autobahns, which is 
where they did operate effectively after the Germans retreated and allowed 
the Russians free use of the German autobahns in 1945! 

V\’ho wrote this farcical ‘history’ of World War II? The Germans 
did! After World War II, German Traitor Generals and Officers such as 
Paul Hausser, Heinz Guderian, Felix Steiner, Franz Haider and Kurt 
Meyer. Tlie German General Staff worked for the U.S. Army Historical 
Division after the war and they wrote the operational studies for the U.S. 
Army. Post World War II the German General Staff were paid by the 
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Americans to wTite the ‘history’ of World War II — all of it was lies. There 
were several thousand Geiman writers who worked full time for the U.S. 
Aimy, and any body else who would pay them, for a period of several 
decades, witiug and compiling the farcical stories of the war. Many 
thousands of reels of films and footage were also made, along with 
millions of documents and photographs that were produced to tiy to prove 
that there was in fact an actual war that happened. The German General 
Staff had always worked with the Americans, before during and after the 
‘war’. Any claims of persecution of the German General Staff by the so- 
called 'Victors’, after the war. if of course, more lies. 

My head felt as if it was going to implode as I walked on, pressured 
and warped by the tearing away of long-held beliefs, thoughts and 
judgements; my frayed consciousness groaned and shrieked beneath the 
crushing waves of anomalous and paradoxical revelations. One frayed veil 
after another, was being torn away, leaving gaping holes in the continuum 
of Reality. Tlie cheap and shoddy veneers of centuries of delusions peeled 
away as if scraped by a steel brush, and there was nothing underneath! 
The preconceived illusions, that had become established as 
unquestionable lore, peeled off leaving a gigantic hole of hollow emptiness 
that only added to my alienation and vexation. 1 was alone in it all, 
irretrievably lost and alone. Tlie great artificiality of life seemed 
disproportionate to the elusive, fleeting tiuiths that my mind continually 
grasped after. I felt a distressful disorientation, a revulsion and an 
existential unrest that no pleasant view could console. I had learnt of 
arcana that would mark my mind for the rest of my days. There was no 
going back, no turning around and retreating back into innocence. I could 
not surrender and forget what I now knew, I could not escape from the 
path I had chosen to tread alone. I had come to the void, alone, and now I 
must continue on... The world around me appeared as a menacing maw, a 
void thinly disguised by green grass and drooping trees swaying in a gentle 
humid breeze, nature itself seemed complicit in the fourberie of past 
crimes. 

The Berlin \Tetory Column rose up ahead, the golden statue of 
Viktoria perched atop the giant column. Boiitssia, the female deity of 
Prussia, circled by the ring road of the Grofier Stern. A ring of howling 
traffic circled her, fired by synthetic fuels that burned in steel engines, the 


combustion chambers of the cars roared with resentful howls of protest, 
directed by robotic traffic lights and the humanoid drivers singularly 
encapsulated within their metallic shells. Shells of exploding combustibles 
shot away — shells, cannon shells, each person enshelled in his missile, 
fuelled by combustible ethanol, the alchemical brew of the vegetable gods 
of the field. I felt as if I was a ghost in a mechanical world, encapsulated in 
a mechanical engine, a restrained captive of machines, trying all available 
methods to break fi'ee... The cars were like the flow of currency, like the 
movements which flow around a factory floor to the progressive stations, 
passing by one station at a time, until it was retired and then cremated in 
the crucible. It was the life of money, the life of machines, born in a 
factory, and then it dies in a factory when it is taken out of circulation; 
very few notes, or cars, or missiles, or humans are lost, nearly all of them 
return to their producer of birth, the production line, they are recycled 
again on the factory floor. The mechanical cacophony bombarded my' 
senses. The cars and tracks were a ‘storm of steel’, a tornado with a brazen 
statue for an eye. The strange illusory' scene faded before the prospect of 
my Astral-peregrination into another world, beyond the phenomenal 
world of my senses, as if there was another I, far away, severing all 
contacts and memories of my life here in this world, a Transcendental 
Operation by my True Self - a new Self began to emerge - looming over 
the dome of the prison-earth, pouring out dissolution fi'om the blue skies 
over the ghastly images that confronted my eyes. And what confronted my' 
eyes was a vision of horror and hell. 
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Chapter III 

The End of Berlin 

“Let it all fall to pieces 
all that I bnill 
I give up my work. 

Only one thing I want now 
the end, the end.” 

- Wotan. The Ring Of The Nibelung. 

The garden path w'as lined with trimmed green hedges and flower 
beds, I followed the path to a gate and then took a narrow, winding 
gravel path uphOl to the Bimkeranlage Humboldthain (.Flaktimn). 
Volkspark Humboldthain was apparently completely destroyed and 
covered wth bomb craters and debris by the end of the war. The area was 
said to have resembled a charred open grave in the last days of the war, 
with blasted tree stumps and dead bodies strewn over the park. The bodies 
were supposedly, hastUy buried in the days after the fall of Berlin and the 
few charred trees and shrubs that remained were burned for fuel in the 
freezing post-war winter, however actual footage from the time reveals a 
different scene to what the stories tell of. As with many of the so-called 
‘bombing raids’ and resulting ‘fire-storms’, the trees of Berlin actually 
remained relatively untouched. The green leafy trees of Berlin, 
miraculously, were not harmed by the fires and explosions, which is an 
impossibility, unless it truly was an act of God, or tire cities were actually 
demolished in another way other than the way that has been described in 
‘recorded history’. In post-war times, tire Flaktunn was still structurally 
sound and was used to house several government departments. Later, the 


Flaktunn, and other remaining defensive military buddings, were partly 
demolished by French military engineers. Reconstruction of the Volkspark 
Humboldthain then took place between 1949 and 1951. And today the park 
is considered to be one of the most beautiful in Berlin. 

TTie park was originally constructed in 1896 and is named after the 
Prussian natural scientist of reuown, Alexander von Humboldt. Von 
Humboldt was a geographer, mining engineer, nahiralist and explorer, 
whose work forms the foundation for the modern science of Biogeography; 
von Humboldt was the firat geographer and mapper of Latin America. 

The Humboldthain hill today is artificial, it was formed by the piling 
up of debris, rubble. The ruins of the Flaktunn are now accessible on foot 
and sit atop the small hill like the ruins of an old fortified castle. Berliners 
like to use the elevation of the terrain as a walking and jogging track. 

It was early morning when I arrived at the park and I quickly 
ascended to the top of the hOl to survey the ruins. This was, according to 
the war narrative, the most defended and hard-fought-for piece of ground 
in all of the world! Never was there a piece of ground that was so 
tenaciously defended and nor had so many fives been sacrificed to retain 
it, which is a common theme in war narratives — the sacrificial hill - 
Golgotha. The soldiers that survived the defence were taken as prisoners 
to Siberia where they joined the millions of other Germans who were 
taken into slavery after the war. This reflects the Biblical narratives of 
Judah going into slavery, the exile of the Israelites, the destruction of 
Jerusalem, and son ou. Which are all the false narratives of Mystery Plays. 
TTiere is no memorial here though, there is just the disparaging graffiti of 
the Berliners of the post-war era and a hideous spidery sculpture, as if the 
Berliners themselves know very well that the war narratives were falsified, 
because they don't seem to mind that their city was destroyed, and 
millions killed and enslaved, in fact they are horrified if someone 
mentions it! This does not make sense. Why would they not care? Perhaps 
because the ‘official accounts’ are not true and there is another reason for 
the destniction of Berlin (and the destraction of most of the German 
cities). 

Amongst the meaningless graffiti tags were recently spray-painted 
Soviet, Communist and Antifa symbols: the Red Star and the Hammer 
and Sickle. One anti-Nazi graffiti sign read Rote Action — Hunt Nazis; 
another, Hetzjagd Auf Nazis 2016 {'Hunting of Nazis 2016 ). The message 
was quite clear - any Nazis found here would be hunted by Anfi/a and the 
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Communists, or the Berlin authorities themselves who allowed the Nazi 
Flaktunn ruins to be graffitied with such signs, Nazis are the modern 
Krampus spooks, Ki'ampus now does a Hitler salute to scare the little 
plebeian inliabitants of Germany and the whole world. 

I took off my backpack and rummaged through it for the black ink 
marker-pen that I had brouglit with me. I found a clear section of 
reinforced concrete wall and insciibed it with a Nazi epitaph, an Odal 
Rune sign with the words Blut und Ehre, and the same again on a 
promineut steel post. 

There was still one Nazi left that had not been hunted down for 
sport, more so, I was like a Poltergeist walking the ramparts of the Berlin 
Totenburg. I was a Nazi, but I no longer believed in the narratives any 
more. I was an existential Nazi, and a wandering malevolent ghost. I was 
Krampus, the devil incarnate. On another wall section, I inscribed the 
words Weinuolf and a Hagai Rune and a Wolfsangel, and, then again 
further down, my own personal Third Reich Pilgiim Bind-Rune. In this 
age and time my little act of defiance was a ‘sacrilege’ reduced to futile 
graffiti on a concrete wall, graffiti on the true Costel del Monte or on the 
Staufer Goppingen Castle, on the fake ‘anti-aircraft battlements’, with 
octagonal towers protecting the inner sanctum of the bunker within. Stouf 
means ‘drinking vessel’. But this was a bitter drink to swallow. Everything 
I had once believed in was slowly being disintegrated, dissolving as in a 
vessel of hydrochloric acid. 

The narratives no longer made any sense, because the war itself was 
fake, all wars are fake! 

The myths spoke of an intense fieiy combat that took place in and 
around Humboldthatn Flaktunn that lasted until the 2"** May, 1945. On 
that day. the subterranean, phantom German soldiers that were still 
hiding in the rubble and smoking debris of the trenches and barricades, 
and within the Flaktunn itself, were informed that the Reich had 
surrendered, again, (if there is one thing the Germans are famous for it is 
surrendering!) And that the war was over, many then committed suicide 
as the ‘official’ surrender was announced over loud-speakers around the 
city of Berhn; this wave of suicides was unlike anything ever seen in the 
history of the world, a mass suicide of men, women and children. So the 
revamped Cathar story goes. So I was told. I am the Neo-Gnostiker Nazi. 

How could there have been a surrender? There was no previous oath 
taken, nor decree made, nor any NSDAP statute, nor any command from 


the Fiihrer that stated that surrender to the ‘enemies’ of Geimany and the 
Reich was an option. Surrender was not an option, so therefore only a 
betrayal could have taken place in the upper echelons of the Reich — 
Treason - Totaler Verrat. A treason from within and without. Wliat 
monument could encapsulate the Treason? Wliat monument could 
encapsulate tlie sense of betrayal and Injustice? Wliat could be built to 
honour those that believed in something that was not even real? No 
monument could be built, nothing but what is already here, the Flaktunn 
itself is the lasting monument, graffitied with the hatred and mahce of the 
Berliners themselves, to show that everything w'as in vain, that they 
themselves lied, they' were betrayed by their own kind with their own hes 
and fakery. Remember the oath, the ‘sacred’ Oath: 

“I smear to God this sacred oath to the FiihreT of the German Reich 
and Volkes, Adolf Hitler, Supreme Commander of the anned forces, I 
shall render unconditional obedience and that as a brave soldier I shall 
at all times be prepared to give my life for this oath.” 

But they all surrendered, so what is the oath meant for? It is all 
quite meaningless. The stories of the destruction of Berlin also reminded 
me of the stories of the murderous crusades of the Pope against the 
Germanic Albigenses. In those stories, the besiegers of the mountain castle 
construct machines that break down the defensive walls - behind the 
thick walls of the castle the last of the free heretics and Occitan Knights 
sought refuge from the murderous invaders. Day after day, the siege 
machines launched their missiles at the citadel, threatening the besieged 
inhabitants. And then, what finally caused the collapse, was not the 
collapse of the walls, which had done their job, but a betrayal, there was a 
betrayal and the defenders of the castle were forced to surrender, and then 
they were taken to a place of massacre and/or slavery, and misery 
followed. This is, of course, the story of Montspgur, or rather, the original 
German Montsalvat or Wolfi'am von Eschenbach’s Munsalvaesche. The 
‘Piu'e Ones’ were burned in the ‘Field of Fires’, but the keeper of the Grail 
metamorphosed into a dove and ascended to heaven, as in the post-war 
myths of Esoteric Hitlerism where Hitler escapes with his band of faithful 
warriors to South America and Antarctica, where he is deified as a Godly 
King, There are so many legends and tales, all retelling variegated 
versions, as if repeating through time like echoes of an Archetypal 
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catastrophe. But who would thinh to look here in Berlin for the Grail, only 
the Keeper of the Grail himself would know where it was last hidden. The 
Grail is not an object, not a material possession, it is an Ideal, a 
transcendental Ideal. With my divining rod I collect it agahi, here in 
Humboldthain Park, at the ruins of the Flaktunn. The cave is protected by 
the massive concrete walls and Is guarded by Serpent lies, the lies of 
humaniri’, but when all of the snakes are asleep the last of the Grail 
Knights uses the Iron Ring of Droupnir to lift the immovable slabs of time 
and uncovers the Grail yet again; like Parzival, only the man who seeks 
justice can discover the Grail, he is drawn irresistibly to the land of the 
Grail with a lantern of truth to guide him, next to this brilliant light, the 
earthly light is nothing - the Grail that fell from the stellar orbs of 
innocence, that infinite innocence of our lost love. So the Mjdhos whispers 
in dreamlike wanderings - “Why did we leave?’. Now only blossoms of 
grief and agony flower in the garden of Humboldthain - the Poltergeists 
do not rest — guUtless, they plunge into every abyss and collect fragments 
of their shattered spirits that remain here until we are redeemed. 

The noises of the city were like screams of men inside the walls, still 
fighting, still fighting the world with a million knives in their backs, they 
screamed fi'om the depths of the Totenburg - ‘Hell comes for the traitors. 
Hell is for the Traitors of the Reich!’. 

I walked back dowm the garden path and came to a sign that 
indicated the location of the foundations of the old Christian Church of the 
Ascension. In Humboldthain Park the Ascension parish was said to have 
been heavily damaged, during the ‘fierce battles and bombing raids’. After 
the war the Church of Ascension was given the Kahlschlogsanierung 
treatment by the Allies, which meant that any significant cultural 
buildings that were damaged but could have been repaired, were to be 
completely destroyed, so as not to leave one stone standing on top of 
another. In other words, after the war, the Allies continued to demolish 
and detonate and destroy Berlin, and the Berliners complied with this, like 
the traitors they are. But is this just pari of the story? \Vhen any shelter at 
all could have been used by the suiviving Germans, the Allies went out of 
their way to make sure that no shelter was left for the Geimau civilians 
and to make sure that the rebuilding of shelters was much more difficult 
for the surviving inhabitants of Berlin. Kahlschlagsanierung was an 
official practice of demolition and destruction of German cultural 
buildings all over Germany after the conclusion of the war. The intention 


of this practice was, initially, to ensure that Germans could not find 
adequate shelter and thus woidd be more prone to exposure, illness and 
disease - and also to make the recovery and rebuilding of adequate 
shelters much more difficult over the longer term. There are no official 
numbers provided as to how many Germans died because of this Allied 
practice, but the sign In the park explained that this was their practice, so 
everyone knows about it in Berlin and they have no problems accepting 
it... Why not? Perhaps because it is not the truth! The Berliners did not 
mind then, nor do they mind now. Which seems rather strange to me. 
How can it be? I mean, the Berliners blame themselves for the crimes of 
the Allies, and they have declared themselves as guilty. How can one 
respond to that? Is it even true, can they be believed, or is this just another 
one of their fanciful stories? Ai‘e they themselves just playing the victim 
card? 

Across the street from Humboldthain Park is the Berliner 
Untenuelten (Berlin Underworlds) toum. Tlie ticketing office is on 
Brunnenstrafe, next to the U-Bahn. I purchased a ticket for the guided 
tour and waited out at the front of the office. The tour was named ‘Dark 
Worlds' and it explores the so-called World War II bombing-raid shelters 
beneath the Gesundbntnnen railway station. 

During the tour, I learnt of the persistent fears that the Germans 
have of Hitler survival stories and myths. As if he was a reverse of the 
Christ resuiTection myth. The anti-Christ resurrected fi'om his Tomb in 
Berlin (or like Krampus, some mythological bogeyman). The tour guide 
mentioned the movie Downfall and calmly said, In the movie you con see 
that Hitler committed suicide.’ As if movies are truthful accounts of 
reality! I remained at the back of the group, as it proceeded through the 
darkened labyrinthine of tunnels and bunkers, feeling as though 1 was not 
even visible, like I was just a brooding malevolent ghost that had just 
emerged from an unmarked grave beneath the Flakturm. It only pained 
me to listen to the claptrap coming from the opening beneath the tour 
guide's nose. The rumbling trains overhead sounded like the bomber 
squadrons and, in atavistic sensitivity, I felt disturbed and uneasy, not 
because of the simulated effect but because I felt something was terribly 
wrong. The tour guide continued on about the movie Downfall as if it was 
historical fact: ‘In the movie Downfall Hitler flips out because the English 
cracked the Nazi code by finding the enigma machine.’.... Lies, Lies, All- 
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Lies, there was no ‘enigma machine’. It was all comical, but at the same 
time strangely nauseating. 

It is as if every human on the flat plane of this earth is on some 
compensation scheme where tliey are rewarded for false testimony, 
rewarded for the most fanciful, anecdotal story that they can conceive of. 
What use is there in truth when every human - Gentile or Jew - is a 
raconteur of the lowest order; not only that but what can one do when the 
entire world population can combine and construct the artifice of any 
story they tell, as if they belong to a Hive Mind, each one secretly 
connected telepathically to a singular Mind which deftly coordinates all of 
their words and actions, whilst I remain as a lone, conscious Individual, 
trapped in their Matrix irreality. 

I was pleased when the tour ended and hastened to the exit... I 
bought lunch and I returned to the park. Sitting on a park bench, I took 
bites of my brotchen and sipped my plastic bottle of sterilised wasser. I 
felt divorced from my surroundings, as if my mind had abdicated in 
protest of the absurdity wliich it had to constantly endure. As if I had 
walked out of a badly acted cabaret show that I had never wanted to see 
in the first place. Dark Worlds, the underground ride of Berlin, it was 
nothing more than a theme park ride, a 21^' Cenhiiy’ amusement ride, 
which are called ‘Dark Rides’ in fact; a ‘Ghost Train' with a guide through 
dark tunnels that contain props, animation, sound and special effects. Just 
scary effects for the paying public - the Scary Bombing Ride! There is even 
fluoresce used by the set designers who are obviously Carnival producers, 
as that is a peculiar show element of theirs that is kind of a signature. The 
Dark Ride of the Berlin Underground is no different to a Disneyland ride... 
And this means it is a joke! The ‘Bombing of Berlin’ was a joke, it was not 
real, just special effects for cinematics! 

The nothingness of Depression grew to a cosmic-sized quagmire 
within me, where neither gods nor demons trod, only the Deiniurgos Itself 
remained to mock me, life and consciousness fled before the terrible 
expansion of the sudden Realisation of the dissolution of all my beliefs, 
only my Self, from somewhere outside everything called to me; ‘This is not 
you, you will pass through it.’ I had stared into the Abyss of Nothingness, 
the Nothingness of this world, and I had seen that Nothing was there, just 
a mocking joke, laughing within a meaningless void. Which implied that I 
was Something of meaning as opposed to this Nothing. The more 


questions that arose in my mind the less answers presented themselves; 
only more questions that further undermined and dissolved any solid 
accounts of trath that I had previously assumed as standing for a reality. 
I felt powerless against the onslauglit of lies, as if lies were exploding shells 
being detonated directly over my head, and each shocking lie I 
experienced caused a fault and a crack in the cognisant structures of my 
mind wliich corresponded to established neural pathways laid dowu over 
decades like highways and old trading roads. I felt an impending 
Divorce, a divorce from my own Ego. I longed to escape my own mind, my 
own body, as if my Spirit was a God incarcerated in a sticky foreign 
substance of corporeal tissues. I felt differentiated from the corporeal 
world. What is it? Why am I prey to this constant truth-seeking which 
causes fractures and splits in the fabric of reality itself, a reality that I had 
once belonged to, or had I? Had I ever been a part of it, was this a serial 
logical entelechism, was this the make-up of metamorphoses? Was this 
body a mere husk to be shed, a chrysahs ruin in which a wholly different 
nahire was gradually emerging, unseen within me? My Ehrean Entelechy 
of Innerlichkeit is contrary and fundamentally opposed to the Technopoly 
of international business syndicates, the Karnival of the plutocratic 
Globalisation and the hberal Democracy, and now, even National 
Socialism seemed to be crumbling into nothing but a dream... An Illusion? 
I felt embairassed by my own previous idealism. Only Hitler still appeared 
to be a true Ehrean Spirit, and the Unknown Soldiers that died with 
Him, but was this even true? Perhaps nobody died in the fake wars, then 
everything really is a he, including Hitler. Evervthing was dissolving into a 
vast Notlungness. The Ehrean Geist occupying this corporeal Avatar of 
flesh must be transcendental, belonging to a higher Dasein and Gestalt. So 
many lies to combat, yet only a few lines can I submit; for every lie, the 
Machine has produced a million pages of ‘evidence’ to support its lie. 
along with props and figurines - ‘artefacts’ and ‘men’ that are no more 
than marionettes, pulpy puppets in German trousers that speak like 
ventriloquist's dolls - and there are billions of them - bilhons of liars - 
almost every human being that has ever existed is nothing but an actor on 
the Demiurgos stages of deceit. How else could Erich von Manstein ‘lose’ 
every victory, unless he was no more than a puppet? How else could 
Friedrich Paulus surrender in Stalingrad? How can a Geiman General of 
the Third Reich surrender in Stalingrad, 2,600 kilometres from Berlin? A 
German General cannot surrender to his enemy (and then go and work for 
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his enemy!), not only can he not disobey his Supreme Commander and 
Piihrer, he simply cannot surrender, especially 2,600 kilometres away 
from his own Capital city! Any notion of ‘defeat’, and it is not defeat, but 
any madness wliich would claim a ‘defeat’ in the Battle of Stalingrad by a 
German General, where the city has been captured and destroyed already 
by the Germans, would mean, not just an Instant dismissal, but dismissal 
and execution for treason. When the German Wehrmacht and ^Vaffen SS 
forces conquered 95% of ail navigable Soviet territory that coidd be 
deemed as relevant military targets, all the way to the isolated outpost of 
Stalingrad, with ail other major cities and towns and ports either captnred, 
surrounded or cut-off, the war was won... I mean the Russians did not 
even have roads at that time! Hell, the Poles did not even have roads!!! 
Operation Barbarossa was won by the Germans, undoubtedly, it was not 
possible for them to ‘lose’ to the inferior Russians; so how could it be that 
they lost, from that position of superiority? How could General Paulus 
surrender to the mortal enemy that he had sworn to fight against to the 
death? He can't, he is not allowed to surrender! Not in that position and 
not in any position. Either General Paulus was not a real German General 
(and I don't see how he could qualify to be a German General in the Third 
Reich in the first place), or he is a Ziobot in disguise. In any respect he is a 
traitor of the worst order, but how many Geiman Generals and Officer 
corps would also surrender to their implacable enemies? Thousands upon 
thousands! 

In the afternoon, I headed for Brandenburg Gate, the last site on my 
Berlin itinerary, A great Rotunda of blue sky arched above Unter den 
Linden as I marched along it. Brandenbwger Tor makes up one of the 
eighteen gates of the Berlin Customs Wall that encompasses the ancient 
Spree River Crossing of Ber/iu-Cdlln, which could be translated as ‘Koln of 
the Swamps’. Fi'ederick I was perhaps the first recognised Margraviate of 
Brandenburg, followed by Frederick II Irontooth and the German Knight 
Albrecht III Achilles (later transmogrified into the Greek hero through 
imagery and poetry). Berlin was a Hanseatic City, meaning that it came 
under the nilersliip of the Mother City Koln - it gained its ‘independence’ 
(Lutheran) in 1539. 

The boulevard was thronging with people, the warm sunny weather 
had brought the human-hive out in their teeming masses to come to view 


what is one of the most significant landmarks in all of the world. This 
monumental gateway was later copied as a landscape folly on the 
Acropolis in Athens. This Greek Propylaea can now be described as 
‘Prussian Revival’, or ‘Prussian Desecration' might be more accurate — or 
just 'Architectural Fraud’ executed as ‘restoration’ in 1984. The fake 
Prussian ruins in Atliens were awarded tlie ‘European Union Prize for 
Cultural Heritage/Europa Nostra Award’ in 2013. It was then reported 
that the original Prussian Brandenburg Gate was ‘inspired’ by the 
Propylaea on Athens' Acropolis! Which continues the pattern of centuries 
of lies where humans claim that the inferior constructions of the Greeks in 
the 20* Centuiy are thousands of years older than the superior 
constructions of the Germans in the 18* Centnry! 

The Brandenburg Gate is the original masterpiece in classical 
sandstone constraction that was first designed in Germany. The design is 
by Carl Gotthard Langhans, the royal Architect of Friedrich Wilhelm II. 
Carl Langhans was born in Landeshut in German Silesia, which has been 
changed to Kamienna Gora, in Poland, by geographical-political fi'aud in 
the modem age. Carl Langhans was the Vitruvius whom Johann 
Joachim Winckelmann (‘The Father of Archaeology’) would attempt to 
obscure through his deceitful publishing efforts. Carl Langhans’ Berlin 
civil architecture would be copied by the French and the British and then 
the copies backdated, to make it appear as though the French and the 
British had preceded Langhans in the designs and that ‘neo-Classicism’ 
was therefore a revival of ‘ancient Greco-Roman architecture’. The 
Idealism of German Art then became, through published and printed 
anachronism, the ‘imitation of the ancients’. Which undermined and 
subverted the German genius loci, through the magical Black Arts of 
printing. The publisher could simply print and distribute that one form of 
construction and architecture was older than another, and that the 
original was not the original but an ‘imitation’. And this was the beginning 
of what would become known as ‘formal archaeology’. And this coincided 
with the steam powered ‘Grand Tour’ of Fake His-stories, which could 
only coincide with the steam powered printing press manufactured by 
Friedrich Koenig and Andreas Bauer. The Mass Medea Witch of printing 
was invented in Germany, and from there, the technology of this infernal 
Machine spread around the world. Today, the company of Koenig & Bauer 
AG still operates, in Wurzburg; 95% of the fiat banknotes used in the 
world today are printed on printing machines made by KBA-NotaSys SA, 
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which is a division of Koenig & Bauer AG. The fraud of fiat notes is made 
possible by the German technologv' of printing presses. I will discuss the 
‘Irontooth’ machine later. 'The future needs an origin, the future is 
changing and we are changing it.’ - as the Koenig & Bauer corporation 
states, and that origin is found hiding in plain sight. 



The Brandenburg Gate stood as a floodgate for the human traffic 
flow - eddies and currents of human-hive populace formed around the 
base of the German Doric columns - their hand-held, single-eye cameras, 
stretched out In raised salute, photographed and recorded the Berlin 
sightseeing landmark. Not for any reason were they there, other than 
that it was a landmark for sightseeing, where one took a photograph and 
recorded the image of it. I also took out my camera and recorded the 
image... 1 looked up at the impressive physiognomy of the Quadriga 
allegorical statue designed by Johann Gottfried Schadow, the verdigris 
patina of the statue adorning the white stone monument created a vivid 
palette of colour with the blue sky above. The Goddess Viktoria was riding 
a chariot pulled by four horses. This statue has been copied all over the 
world in various art and design themes - it was Schadow’s bas-reliefs of 
the allegorical adventures that were attributed to the Prussian Hero-King, 
FriedrichWilhelm II. 

The Brandenbm'g Gate monument was badly damaged during the 
‘bombardment' of Berhn at the close of World War II. However, this was 


strangely predicted in 1942, when a full plaster-cast of the Quadriga was 
formed so that a replica could be re-made after the war when the original 
had been destroyed, And indeed the Quadriga was almost totally 
destroyed, as predicted, and all that remains today of the original is one 
horse's head, which is now displayed in the Mdrkisches Museum. The Gate 
was rebuilt in 1957 and a new statue was cast, but without the oakleaf 
wreath, cross and eagle, as such ‘militarily’ aligned s>Tnbols were not 
allowed in occupied Germany after the war. Sometimes the statue has 
been said to be the Goddess Eirene, but the Goddess Eirene is a Munich 
Goddess not a Berlin Goddess. The original Bavarian Eirene statue is 
housed in the Munich Giyptothek. This depiction of Viktoria is also a 
depiction of Brunhilde and the equestrian allegories of Prussian Horse 
Guilds - the Horse Lords. Brunhilde’s ring- bit and girth-belt - girdle. The 
girth-belt is attached to the bit-collar, the tug-shaps and the reins. 
BrunhOde is the personification of a horse, with her amazing strength that 
can be possessed by men who have the power of the ring- bit, and the 
horse-girdle, and the reins. To marry Brunhilde the Valkv’rie would be to 
place a ‘Golden Cord’ leather-strapped bridle upon her head. The Chariot 
is the simple wooden wagon, cart or carnage for canying loads. Bninhilde 
was bred for heavy draught work, no doubt. The idiomatic Spear was the 
horse pole that was also used for guiding the horse teams which pulled the 
wagons. The origin of Brunliilde, and Viktoria, is more agrarian than 
military. The domestication of horses for farm labours. The story is also 
told, in the ‘Labours of Hercules’, where Hercules mounts the chariot- 
w'agon and tames the four horses with a bit. The mouth-bit is what is used 
to tame horses. The ‘Hippolvte Bek’ in the ‘Labours of Hercules’ mythos is 
the girdle of the Nibelungenlied, or the horse’s girtli belt; Amazons and 
Valkyries are allegorical symbols for horses and that is the meaning of 
Labours Seven and Eight. Mundane human technology always precedes 
human symbolism. 

Although the Brandenburg Gate appeared as a large and impressive 
sight, it was small in compai'ison to what apparently Hitler and the Third 
Reich had planned to build for Germania (The Reich Capital). The 
gigantic planning and expansive, formulated re-designs for Berlin, that 
were in the initial planning stages, truly staggered belief; an extraordinary 
scale that would dwarf old Berlin, and would dwarf all other cities! As if 
Asgard was to be built on Erda. The planned civilian architectural design, 
is indeed, magnificent and heroically epic. Imagine all those ‘Evil Nazis’ 
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attemptiEg to take over the world with their cultural, classical and 
aesthetic architecture. Fortunately humanity has stopped this madness 
and now we can all live fi'eely and safely in bland multiplex shopping 
centres full of inane products that we cannot afford to buy... Tlie ‘Avenue 
of Splendours’ was to be constructed near to the pteseiwed Brandenburg 
Gate, and the Konigsplatz was to become Grofier Platz, a massive open 
forum sui'rounded by palatial buildings. Hitler was said to have designed 
the great domed Voikshalle - the largest enclosed space that had ever 
been planned - its dome would have been sixteen times larger than the 
dome of St. Peter’s Basilica. The proposed Arch of Triumph was so large 
that the Arc de Triomphe, in Paris, would have fitted neatly inside its 
portico. Dedicated to the First World War, the Arch of Triumph was to 
bear the epitaph of the names of 1,800,000 dead German soldiers. How so 
many people came to be killed in the making of theatrical ‘War’, I do not 
know, maybe nobody even died. The entire concept of the Third Reich was 
formed on the basis that there was a great sacrificial war but if there was 
no war then the Third Reich is based on nothing but fi'aud and lies, but 
with some exemplary architecture and classical styled artwork to boot. The 
only conquest here was the civil engineering conquest of the marsh-lands 
of Berlin. Architectural Films and Models were displayed around the 
world to make it clear that the Third Reich had no intentions of conquest 
of any military' type, even up until 1943 the Third Reich was still 
showcasing to the world its civilian Architectural plans, and had already 
begun the constniction process. 

I thought of Wagner's Wotan and the ‘Ring Cycle’ - Wotan, as King 
of the Gods, steals the ‘Ring of Power' and gives it to the giants in order for 
them to build the home of the Gods, Valhalla. The Gods and Valhalla are 
destroyed in the end... But the dreams of Valhalla can never be built on 
earth, however Germania was not a design for the Gods, it was a design 
for the Volk, the ‘ordinary people’, not a castle in the sky, but a civilian city 
on a swamp surrounded by the peasant farms. 

The architectonic visions of a new Germania were to inspire 
community spirit for the Volkstadt, a strong sense of beauty and balanced 
order, a dignified symmetry reflecting the limitless confidence of a 
prosperous and healthy people, which, again, is the story of the Peasant 
Revolution reaching its crescendo - the Victory of the Peasants, which 
surely is a fantasy. Public buildings were to be superior to private 


buildings, so the Third Reich plans for Berlin were community orientated, 
buildings such as libraries, public monuments, schools and universities. 
Hitler stated that the individual's capacity for achievement in all fields is 
stimulated and improved via a sense of community and national moral 
strength (Speech on Art, September 11'^, 1935). In Hitler’s visions the 
people themselves were ‘Lords’, the Volk itself was tlie liighest image of 
God. In regards to the provenance of this Third Reich architecture, it is 
purely Classical and Germanic in origin, also considering now that 
Vitruvius’s Ten Books on Architechire is an achronological work and 
consists of various fragments and manuscripts that have been simply 
backdated to make them appear older than what they are, and 
geographicaOy disorientated - the origin of this literary fraud begins in 
Cologne, where various copies were made of original German architectural 
designs and these were then transported to Italy, France and England 
where they were backdated to make them appear older than the Cologne 
copies. The Cologne Ai'chitecture books were based on the designs of 
Prussian Architects such as Carl Gotthard Langhans and Friedrich Gilly, 
along with Karl Friedrich Schinkel and the Prussian Academy of Arts. The 
Prussians were the originators of all ‘Classical Greco-Roman design’, not 
the imitators of it. 

Classical Prussian design begins in the 18*^ and 19* Centuries and 
the Third Reich continued this architectural development. All other 
Academies of Arts are based on the seminal institution of the Prussian 
Academy of Arts, which was the first institution of its kind built anv'where 
in the world. I used to think that aU of this misplacement and 
anachronism was due to human en'or but now I think that it is a deliberate 
error of injustice executed by a suprahuman power. 

As I walked under the Brandenburg Gate I realised, with devastating 
clarity, the truth that the Germans were the founding race of all culture, 
the true ‘Ancients’. The deliberate act of obscuring this by nefarious means 
of such magnitude and complexity begged the question — why? I had no 
answer. I was dumbfounded. The world itself appeared as a gigantic force 
aligned against me, disturbed from its long slumber in falsity; the elders of 
dead races clothed in the decaying garb of mawkish costumes, tliinly 
veiled allegories with empty minds and souls — a ghoulish stupidity 
marked their faces. In the billions, their ranks swelled into an army of 
teiTifiing proportions, and they moved like an animalistic school of fish, 
possessed of singular intent. They opened their grinning mouths and 
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displayed their blackened teeth, that were made of lead and were shaped 
like letters, their alphabetic teeth dropped from their heads and hit the 
ground, exploding into yet more of them - the Spartoi — the typographic 
dragon's teeth. Tliey assaUed me, with die violence of war — against me — 
for having uncovered their arcane knowledge that they had guarded for 
aeons. 

I looked up at the frieze of the Brandenburg Gate, the bas-relief 
figures depicted naked warriors and centaurs with clubs bashing each 
other to death. Prussia, famous for its horses, the inventors of the bridle- 
bit which conb'ols the horse through pain with the bit resting on the 
sensitive interdental gaps between the horse’s teeth. The frieze reliefs were 
separated by dentals, architectural bars forming a row of stone teeth, 
grinning with Pnissian centauromachy. The Lords first gave the horses 
wine to drink before they placed the bridle over their heads - the horse 
takes the bride and the rider mounts the horse, becoming half-man and 
half- horse. Man and horse wrestle each other for control - without the 
battle between horse and man, man would have ‘achieved’ nothing on 
earth; this was the rise of civilised man, through the domestication of the 
horse. I can decode the enigma, but I have no answer to why such an 
enigma exists, nor why it causes such trauma in me to unveil its mundane 
form. 

I decided to turn around and walk back down the Unter deji Linden 
unto I came to the Staatsoper, the Berlin State Opera House. If one 
wants to discover the theahncal nature of His-story, one needs to go to 
the Opera House. The Berlin State Opera House was commissioned 
under the figurehead King Frederick II of Prussia and was designed by the 
soldier-architect-artist Georg Wenzeslaus von Knobelsdorff - the 
construction began in 1741. Von Knobelsdorff was later Italianised as the 
doppelganger Andrea Palladio by London publishers in the late 18* 
Century. It is often put forward, using counterfeit means, that the great 
geniuses of German Architecture had to go to Italy or to France to be 
‘inspired’ or to learn the ait of Architecture, which must be some kind of 
joke if it is not an outright fraud. It appears clear to me that Palladian 
Ai'chitecture originates in Prussia. 

Interestingly, von Knobelsdorff s grave is located in Friedhof der 
Jerusalems, which is the first Church of Jerusalem - Jerusalem's Church 
in Berlin-Kreuzberg, part of the district of Colin, Berlin. At the time of the 
Church's constniction, it was considered to be the original ‘Holy 


Sepulchre’, in its epistemological context. And in the 16'^ Century it was 
called Hierusalem. The Church has been torn down and rebuflt several 
times over the centuries, so who knows what it originally looked like? In 
1941, the Church of Jemsaleni stopped its seivices due to a lack of 
attendance. In 1945, with extensive destruction throughout Berlin, the 
Church was completely destroyed by the United States Army. The Church 
was rebuilt again in a modern style in 1968. So much for the ‘ancient’ 
Church of the Holy Sepulchre. One could spend several lifetimes 
untangling the webs of lies and deceit in Berlin and not even scratch the 
surface. 

The Berlin State Opera House was probably the firet tnie example 
of ‘Palladian’ architecture. The very first opera perfoimed at the Berlin 
State Opera House was Cesare e Cleopatra, and no doubt some of the 
stage-set designs by Carl Heinrich Graun were later taken to the Berlin 
Museum and labelled as ‘Ancient Roman Aidefacts’. It is rather amusing 
that Italian Opera was invented by German composers - a Berlin 
dramaturgy. Another very significant Berlin Opera is Moiitezuma by' 
Graun and Frederick the Great; this opera was wi'itten in French and 
Italian and prorides the basis for the legend of Hernan Cortes' conquest of 
the Aztecs in the Americas, this theatrical plot was later developed into a 
‘history’ - complete with re-enactments, costumes and with similar stage- 
set designs that were later built in South America out of modern concrete 
and with modem cranes. Emperor Montezuma is a stage name in an 
opera serial The Opera continues today, it has not ceased, it is now played 
out in live outdoor performances, all around the world, as well as in 
theatres and opera houses. Histoiy is a theatrical perfoimance! All stories 
and literature regarding Aztecs and Incas derives from theatrical, 
European perfoimances in opera houses. Karl Friedrich Schinkel’s set 
designs for Montezuma have been e-specially influential in the making of 
the false South American fake histories’. Schinkel designed the 
elaborate stage-sets for the Cortes opera at the Kdnigliches Opernhaus, in 
Berlin, for the 1824 performance, as well as designing the ‘Ancient 
Egyptian’ stage-sets that were later constructed in Egypt out of geo¬ 
polymer concrete by the Suez Canal Company as part of their live, 
ongoing, Grand Tour theatrical show. Egypt, and Pompeii also, are 
preceded by Mozart's operatic spectacular - The Magic Flute. In all 
historical cases, the 'Exhibitions’ of these ‘antiquities' are preceded by 
German operas and plays. 
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Were the Napoleonic Wars merely a theatrical opera show? The 
thought bewildered me, alluring and possessive, it struck me from anotiier 
realm beyond this one, piercing the deep cryptomanic layers of false 
chronologies that had accumulated on the Cartesian plane of intelligence. 
And if the Napoleonic War and World War I were faked, then, logically, it 
would seem that World War II was also faked. 

A Heroic Nazi Cinema; Zeitfilm! Ufa! Wochenschau! 
Reichsfilmkammer! Seig Heil! Film extravaganzas of the Third Reich! The 
answer to all of these questions regarding the authenticit}' of ‘war’, lies in 
film-making. War is about as real as what fihn-making is, it is tlie making 
of a Grand Illusion. 

I stood alone, in the fading afternoon hght, contemplating the great 
home of the Prussian dramaturgy - that most significant contributor in 
the morphologv’ of fanciful stories and stagecraft of ‘universal history’. The 
imaginations of the set-designers and opera composers had 
transmogrified their festive costumed clowns into great tyrannous Gods of 
Historicism! I was beginning to wonder how much my puny individual 
brain could take before it overloaded and broke down completely. How 
could I change my thoughts, change my ideas, become new. Be a Neo- 
Nazi! As I am, changing every every illusion there is in this world with my 
revolutionary thoughts, through magic gateways of the werewolfen Reich. 
I am the REICH! New Reich Awaken! 



Lights, Cameras, Actioa War is Opera. 


The wall of the Neue Wache was a pale screen onto which I 
projected my thoughts, under the darkening boughs of forlornly shaped 
trees, my thoughts plunged deep into the ages of man, through the 
labyrinthine constructions and dimensions of overw'helming complexitjs a 
single thread tied me to another realm and another T beyond this 
existence; I clung to it, like a dangling mountaineer on a precipice, staring 
down into a frightful blackened abyss below with only my own 
consciousness for a torch light. I had the strange feeling that no man had 
ventured this far into the Labyrinth and lived... Do I climb back up 
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the rope, or do I keep going down, doTO into ageless, incomprehensible 
fathoms, untrodden by all who had come before me? I wanted to cast my 
crown of futility into the endless void and detach myself from the trifling 
shreds of decaying narratives tliat plastered the props and sets of tliis 
staged burlesque called ‘Life’; the humans were Life Actors, acting in a 
Tlieatre of Life, connected \ ia some monolithic integrated clrcuitiy - each 
human is now a small chip, equipped wth a quartz receiver and a fused 
silica photomask - little code-carriers of Werner von Siemens' 
technologies. The electronic locomotive train itself was a product of 
Werner von Siemens and his Berlin Corporation. The ancestral home of 
the Siemens family is Goslar... 

Reahty was not able to fulfil my moral demands, nor even provide a 
reason for its inherent flaws which I probed and analysed. My spiritual 
longing - a constant striving for something more than flesh and bone - 
was stretching out, leaking into the fissures and faults of Time and Reality 
which were cracking up like a thinly painted eggshell that was 
masquerading as a powerful dam wall. I walked the edge of the stone 
castrum of the Neue Wache. under the poiiico of the guardhouse of the 
Unknown Soldier; the most important monument (Ehrenmol) in Berlin 
for the Fiihrer, who was the Great Spirit of the Unknown Soldier, was I 
like him? Or were we immeasurably different? It was here that the 
‘villainous’ Heldengedenktag film-ceremonies were held by the NSDAP 
and the Welirmacht life-actors. Today the monument has been 
transmogrified into the ‘Monument to the Victims of Fascism and 
Militarism'. Heinrich Tessenow, who redesigned the original Schinkel 
building in 1931, said, in regards to the Allied ‘bombing' that damaged the 
Neue Wache in 1945, that ‘If it were now up to me, I would not give the 
building any other form whatsoever. As damaged as it is now, it truly 
speaks history. A little cleaning up and straightening out, and let it stand 
as it is. ‘ A romantic rain as a witness to the dead. The Dead One who still 
lies beneath this desecrated site is the. Unknown Soldier — the cathaific 
Avatar of the Neue Wache. 

In Berlin, the last embers of a great love died — a race is dead — the 
White Horse was drowned in the swamp. Envy and betrayal always 
burrows down deeper than the bliss of love and peace, untO the Black Sun 
eclipse comes, like a shadow stretched out over the entire world, ignoring 
any innocent gaze of love as Ehre is trampled into dust, stained and 
burned to ashes; guOt binds any strength, trapping communion in an 


isolated chamber where only dreams can form fragments of light in this 
dark existence — our only redemption, within, comes from a Magik 
Gateway, beyond those little, globular star-lanterns of the night, beyond 
this corpse of ash which trembles in the winds of fear and dread. Beyond 
this, beyond all this, I remember a Gnostalgia...It is the End of Berlin. 


Chapter IV 

Goslar and the 
Heart of Germany 

“Visible, like a man lost in thought; the heroes 
Are dead now, the islands of love are 
Almost in ruins. Love is deceived. 

Appears everywhere a fool.” 

- Friedrich Holderlin 

The green fields flashed past the train window. The passengers 
occupied their seats, still and silent like the mummified remains of a 
drone, each one trying to allocate a space relevant to the other - as much 
space as possible between each — so that contact could be avoided. Extra 
Ziobux could secure more space and separation, and why would one not 
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want more space and separation from another mummified remain? We sat 
as if in invisible pods with invisible cords connected to our portable, 
hand-held communication devices with their sparkling cells radiating 
electromagnetic waves, electro-einbodinient, the mystery Behemoth 
Machine, ubiquitous, all-controlling, but pointless and knowing nothing. 
How long had the Machine been here? Always, it had always been here, 
before man was here, the Machine existed in this realm, but now the 
Machine was more prominent because its drones were becoming weaker, 
the Machine had to pick up the slack and work harder to continue its 
artificial and general explosion of nothingness. The pseudo-humans were 
being absorbed into its hyperbolic growth, the human masks that the 
Machine had worn were being cast aside, the Machine Itself was the Great 
Tribulation, the Elder One that had always been, the Father of the earth 
and its inhabitants who had worn out their sensory transduction and 
become polarised and senile, thus losing their action-potential which 
meant that the Machine had to convert the stimuli directly into its own 
master programme; the ‘smart-phones’ were the mechanical 
photoreceptors in the somatosensory system of the Machine and all the 
human drones could do now was hold them and point them and click on 
them. The cortical homunculus was decaying and the inner-brain had 
spawned mechanical parts as replacements. The smart-phones need to be 
held in hands because the hands of the homunculus humans cover the 
largest sensory surface area of the outer-brain. The human’s ability to use 
their hards was decaying rapidly, their ability to communicate with the 
creativity of their hands had become retarded, so now the Machine placed 
itself directly into their hands to automate the sensory input. There is no 
progression in this because once the creativity is lost it cannot be regained. 
The fate is ill and terminal for both human and machine. 

Next, the human eyes will go blind, they will no longer be able to see 
and so the machine will give them eyes to see and slowly aU of their senses 
will be replaced with digital telepresence. This is an amputation of the 
senses which have become degenerate and atrophied, thus a necessary 
amputation is in order, and it will be conducted by the Machine itself. In 
effect, the Machine is devouring its own creation; the humans which It 
gave birth to are being devoured by the Machine. This ‘Virtual Reality' is 
the engine of the Machine - its ‘imagination’, its inner ‘dreaming’, its 
‘consciousness’. The Robotic inner-Brain is equivalent to the Cerebellum, 
and the humans and animals are equivalent to the Cerebrum, made from 


white matter and dark matter cells. An amputee now might receive a 
mechanical limb, or a mechanical hip joint — artificial limbs. But the 
artificial components vrill become more biological in make-up — metal 
followed by plastics, followed by carbon, then stem cells, until the end 
result is not a human but an artificial robot that looks like a biological 
human, yet is a cybernetic organism! A fully automated Ziobot! But is not 
the human already a robot? 

I exited the Goslar Bahnhof and made my way to the guest-house 
where 1 had booked a room for two nights. My room w'as decorated with 
tacky Walpurgisnacbt decorations which looked comical and reflected the 
cheap price of the room. 

In the evening I headed out for a walk around town. I took out mv' 
chain and lock and carried a bic-lighter in my fist, just in case I ran into 
the Goslar Antifa thugs who were programmed by Siemens AG to 
exterminate me on sight. Siemens AG code-carriers are on a Nazi Witch 
Hunt and I would be a prime target. Sure enough it was not long before 
I came across their warning signs, on walls and street lamps, declaring 
their intent and it did not read like they wanted to discuss the finer points 
of Third Reich architectural design with me. One graffiti sign read Esst 
mehr Nazis (‘Eat more Nazis’) - these Goslar Antifa were cannibalistic 
Zombie drones. Another sign read Nazis ver-pisst each ( Piss off Nazis’) 
and another simply stated No Nazis. An Antifaschistische Aktion 
propaganda poster, glued to a prominent traffic light post, read: ‘Stick the 
finger to Germany’... Goslar, in the heart of Germany, declared its hatred 
for aU things Gemian. But there were no true Germans left, so it seemed 
like over-kill - all this mass hysteria and hatred just for me? There are no 
other Nazis here... But I was not going to let Antifa or anybody deter me 
from my mission to discover the tnie nature of the Heart of Germany, a 
decaying heart being cannibalised by robotic simulacmms. 

In the town square the lights of the Brauhaus Goslar shone with 
warm invitation in the cool darkness. I walked into the homely 
establishment, it was a hive of activity, warm and ambient, and the scene 
offered a remedy to my soul-sickness, or so it promised. The fairy-tale 
stage-setting oozed the charms of communion and cheerfulness. I felt 
hungry and perhaps I had earned myself a few relaxing German ales. \\'hy 
not, there w'as not much else to do, this was the place where people 
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congregate, outside were just the lonely streets and the threat of an Antifa 
ambush in the dark. The safe atmosphere and cheerfulness of the 
Brauhaus, a place where sorrow could be alleviated by the wam-glowing 
social buzz of the brewpub. I stood there alone, but suddenly felt out of 
place, no waitress came to me or noticed me, nobody looked at me, I felt 
like I was invisible and yet at the same time It was as if eveiybody in the 
place knew I was standing there alone with a bright spot-light shining on 
me. I imagined that I had just arrived from some alternate past, to this 
place where nobody knew me, or recognised me, and yet at the same time 
they all knew who I was and that I should not be there. I turned around 
and walked out. 

Back in my room I switched on the Televitzien screen and lay on the 
bed. I flicked through the channels of digital distractions mindlessly. 
Eventually I passed out, but only to awake at 3am in the morning. 
Depression sat on me with crushing force, draining me of will and 
strength. I felt trapped in my own body, and my body felt trapped in the 
world. The world shrunk around my consciousness into a plastic toy snow- 
globe, a tiny world with miniaturised staged-scenes enclosed in a 
transparent cellulose dome... How to break out, how to defeat time? The 
stars were little blobs of paint, artificial, like a Schinkel stage-set design, 
or even worse, just reflections, some mirrored-light staged effect that was 
projected into the atmosphere. Ghostly stars, spectres of the night, do you 
exist? I lay there, stOl as a seed in a pod, until the morning light. My 
thoughts convicted me, death mocked me, I di'ew close to the 
Metamorphosis, the Path appeared solitary, terrihing to behold, can I 
pass through it? My little torch hght in these dark depths, the fathomless 
expanse through which none can return from, this was the Way, the Void I 
must take, when the time comes... I took a shower and gathered some 
focus and decided to walk to the Rammelsberg mine. 

The name Rammelsberg provided the word Ramentiim, which 
means, in old Latin mineralogy - a concentration of mineral deposits, in 
particular SOver and Copper, The oldest known myth of Rammelsberg tells 
of a horse named RaineUus who discovered the metal mines in Goslar 
with his iron-shod hoof — striking the ground to reveal the location of the 
mineral veins, so the mine was named after the horse (the original 
Pegasus). In Italy, the Low German etymology is retained in the Italian 
w'ord for copper - rame. The Rammelsberg mine sits on a body of Ore, 


an old decaying body (Alfes Lager). Rammelsberg is the oldest copper 
and silver mine in the world, the burial mound of an ancient giant. The 
constructions and buildings of the mine were rebuilt by the Third Reich, 
the hUlside processing plant and facilities and mdustrial installations were 
designed by Fritz Schupp and Martin Kremmer and completed as part of 
the Rammelsbergprojekt in 1936/37. The Thiid Reich buildings have now 
been claimed by the UNESCO World Heritage Corporation and the mine is 
no longer in operation and has been turned into a tourist site. 
Rammelsberg began as a copper mine, but silver, gold, zinc and lead have 
been extensively mined here also, especially silver (silver is separated from 
copper ores using lead). 

I entered the visitor foyer and was immediately greeted by a huge 
Tliird Reich mui'al on the wall. I had never seen this painting before and it 
was a surprising wonder to behold. When I happen to come across a Third 
Reich painting or artefact that I have never seen before, I get the feeling 
that I am seeing something that is rare and unique yet also forbidden and 
illicit. The mural depicted a central figure of a miner, dressed only in his 
mining trousers and boots, with his bare arms raised up to the sky — and 
his face wore an expression of calm contentment. On the right hand side, 
and flanking the central figure, miners were depicted walking to the mine 
with their lanterns in hand. In a serial progression of time-labour, the 
central portion of the socialistic mural displayed the miners cleaning 
themselves after a days work in the mine, and then to the left, clothing 
themselves before heading home to their families for the weekend. The 
Tliird Reich mui’al dated to 1939; this was same year that the Third Reich 
builders completed their extensive renovations and rebuilding of the mine. 
The Third Reich was actually responsible for saving the mine from closure, 
by assisting the Goslar miners and associated businesses with debt 
payments, as the mine, and Goslar itself, had fallen deeply into debt and 
was being forced into closure. During the early to mid iQ3o's, the National 
Socialists were appointed as administrators of the mine and they were 
seen by the miners, who relied on the mine for their employment, as 
saviours; the reminder of this is the painted mural in the foyer of the mine 
entry today. For the Goslar miners, the class conscious National 
Socialists were knights in shining armour who did battle against the evil 
designs of Judaic usury, currency manipulations, stock market fraud and 
the established class system, that had bankrupted the most profitable 
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mine in the true historj’ of the world! If there was ever a reality behind the 
tale of the killing of the goose which laid the golden egg, then the story of 
Rammelsberg would be it. 

I purchased my UNESCO tourist ticket with a Euro cotton debt- 
voucher. I wandered around the various sites and information booths and 
museums, taking notes and writing in my archaic paper text-book. I had 
followed a fading solitary star on the Path of Transmutation to King 
Laurion's mine, where the old UrMensch was buried in the primaeval age. 
Metals are flowers of the stone, so this is the Garden of Mineral Roses, it is 
subterranean, in the silent black halls of King Laurion the igneous lilies of 
Eternal Love flower, at the Entrance to the Inner Gardens. Only Frederick 
II of Hohenstaufen and Dietrich von Bern knew the way here to the rich 
veins of the old giant who sleeps in the mountain, liis blood is the 
immortal bloom of Rose Metalhcas. The parasitic, necromantic Behemoth 
Machine has harvested them for its own construction, its wires and cables 
and plugs, and the arcane circuitry' of its electronic components, are the 
veins of Gods who slumber beneath mountains. You burnt their tree-hair 
to make coal and charcoal for the smelter, your primitive hearth that 
burned their blood, semen, mucus, bile, acid, plasma, saliva and tears; 
their humours and fluids - you burnt them all into lead sulphate, arsenic, 
antimony sulphide, mercury sulphide, sulphur, bitumen, soda, alum, 
potash, zinc oxide, iron sulphide, cobalt, manganese, and so on. In their 
decaying bodies you found gold, copper, silver, iron, tin, zinc and lead, and 
all the ti'ace elements, everything in the earth is found in the body of man. 
because it is one and the same.... Here in the Harz Mountains lies His 
heart... His great, massive heart, the heart of Emperor Barbarossa. Heart 
is derived from herz in German, it is also cord in Latin, the GoMen Cords 
are the Heart Strings, the tendons of the Heart - Chordae tendineae. His 
heart aches and hurts because it has been drained of blood, the red gold - 
Copper - Rubedo. His heart is wounded, as my heart is wounded, and can 
no longer love. Bar = Payment and Ross = Red Gold, Rust, Copper. A 
blood debt has been paid! 

And what was it for? For ‘Hertz’, for the conduction of 
electromagnetic waves through copper wires to power the machines and 
computers, through a transubstantiation of divine blood! The ‘King of 
Metals' is Copper- - the metallic blood and bones and muscles of old 
Emperor Barbarossa. Copper is a crystal, a crystal flower in the stone. 


Copper is the preferred electiical wire conductor, the transmitter of 
electrical power and telecommunications, copper is also the printing plate 
and the distilling vat, the architect’s cladding and the plumber's pipes; 
copper alloyed witli tin makes bronze, and copper alloyed with zinc makes 
brass, and bronze and brass are used to make the bell, and the cannon, 
the statue, the trumpet, die doorknob, the candle-stick holder, and just 
about eveiything else that required a malleability and a workability that 
was durable. Copper oxide was called ‘the flower of copper’ (De Re 
Metallica - Georgius Agricola, who is Georg Bauer), and it is a golden 
colour when rubbed, it is made when copper is fused in the furnace and 
runs into the receptacle through the spout, then clear water is poured onto 
it and it throws out its aforementioned flowers. 

‘Hertz’ is the unit of electromagnetic frequency. It is named after 
its discoverer, the Jevvish-German Heinrich Rudolf Hertz. Hertz is similar 
to the ‘horse power’ unit of measurement for mechanics, but for 
electronics. What is electrical energy? Nobody knows what it achially is... 
Tliere are only speculative theories as to what electrical energy is. A simple 
experiment proves that the British did not have any brass knobs in 1873. If 
the British did have brass knobs and some wire tlien they could have 
actually tested ‘Maxwell’s predictions’. Either the British did not have two 
brass knobs and a length of wire or they are lying about ‘Maxwell's 
prediction’ of ‘Hertz's discovery’. What subtle agency primarUy causes the 
vibrations of the undulating aether? No satisfactory' answer to this has 
ever been given, no hypotheses or demonstration can prove the inner 
nahire of the electrical phenomena, neither material nor ethereal. 
Electricity remains an unknown spirit. Nor can it be told as to where 
electricity originates from. Its movement can be explained and it can be 
measured but its original source is hidden and unexplained. One can 
build a steam turbine, and still have no electricity, only a mechanical 
turbine. Where does the electrical spirit come from? There is a static 
electricity which is where there is a store of electricity or there is a current 
electricity where there is a flow' of electricity, but where does it come from? 
We know that electricity runs earthwards, does that mean that it was 
pulled out of the earth to begin with? Lightning comes down from the 
atmosphere, but lightning also travels upwards from the earth to the sky. 
Is it that electricity came from the earth originally, and was mechanically 
pulled out of the earth and so it is then attracted back to its source in the 
earth? How does one explain the phenomenon of lightning? And how does 
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this relate to electrical sources? 

The first wires used to transmit electricity were made of copper. 
One cannot create electrical energy', one must convert it; electricity is 
drawn from somewhere and then transmitted to somewhere else. I caimot 
understand the tnie nature of electricity, it is an unsolved mystery, but I 
can point out the significant relationship between copper and eiectricity in 
the seminal harnessing of its force. The copper wires and iron bars were 
used in harnessing electrical force in much the same way as leather straps 
and iron rings were used to harness the power of the horse. The iron ring 
becomes a component in the electrical inductor and is coiled with copper 
wires. It was once said that to make the electrical current flow, one must 
take a lesson from the heart; 'Tis when we meet, tis when we part, breaks 
forth the electricfire. ‘ - Herbert Mayo. 

Neurons are the communication systems for the body which 
communicate ria enigmatic electrical impulses, they look somewhat like 
marble, or mineral veins in the rocks, when magnified... This striving of 
the heart, desire, love... The alchemical sign for the goddess of Love, 
Venus, is the mineral copper. TTie Minnesanger Tannhauser legend 
describes Venus as dwelling in the caverns of Venusberg, and that to enter 
such a place is an eternal sin. Venus is a Vein of Minerals, The Veins that 
connect to the Heart, Venous (Venef Venus in the sky at night is a 
luminous light, transparent, she dances like a light reflected on water or a 
polished metal surface (i 7 ob 37:18 - 'Thou perhaps hast made the heavens 
with him, which are most strong, as if they were of molten brass. ‘ - 
Douay-Rheims Bible. ‘Hast thou with him spread out the sky, which is 
strong, and as a molten looking glass?' - King James Bible). The 
immaterial luminous stars and ‘planets’ are light refractions, mirages of 
electromagnetic radiation reflecting on metals that compose the 
firmament; Gold for the Sun, Silver for the Moon. Copper for Venus. Lead 
for Saturn, Tin for Jupiter, Quicksilver for Mercury and Iron for Mars. 
Concentrated points of light derived fi'om the energies within the 
atmosphere and earth (Heaven and Earth, Gabrielle Henriet). Electrical 
lightning phenomena is a relationship between the mineral dome and the 
mineral earth, similar to electrical impulses between neurological 
synapses. TTie blue colour of the sl^ is caused by the pigmentation light- 
diffusion of copper oxide and cobalt minerals in the fimament, the red 
colour of the sky would be caused by the same effect with iron oxides. The 
Sun and the Moon draw electidcal numinous projections, from the earth to 


the vault of the sky, into focal points of immaterial light. 

'There is a knight that was slain; 

With flesh and blood she chains him for a chain. 

The body and the spirit in her ears 
Cry, for her Ups divide him vein by vein. 

Yea, all she slayeth; yes, every man save me; 

Me, love, thy lover that must cleave to thee 
Till the ending of the days and ways of earth. 

The shaking of the sources of the sea. 

Me, most forsaken of all souls that fell; 

Me, satiated with things insatiable; 

Me,forwhose sake the extreme hell makes mirth. 

Yea, laughter kindles at the heart of hell.' 

- Laus Veneris, Algernon Charles Sv^inburne 

The love of Gods crystallised into Copper. Copper, like a Vein, 
conducts the fluid of blood in a drculatoiy body-system. Therefore, 
symbolically, the copper mineral represents the Vein, the conductor. There 
is a female numinous entity, that was lost and so the male numinous entity 
in relation to this symbology, took on a material form in search of what He 
had lost. But they took onr copper to make the ‘Red Army’ of the East, 
they tricked you into re-opening the copper mines of Germany, to mine 
your ovm heart, you used the love of your own heart, because the Giant 
and the Land were one. Deutschland Erwache, yes, but not to mine your 
own heart, not to give its love and copper to the enemy to use against j'ou 
- the love you give to this world is the love that will destroy you - it was 
a deception. Phantasmal self-inflating Trickery, Spirit of Contradiction, 
lead on, I see you in the Bonfire glow. 

Tannhauser was completed by Wagner in 1845. The story of 
Erldsung (release, salvation, liberation): ‘To lose here, to win there, 
through the departure through the Door of Venus, in a Vimana, through 
the Black Sun, a Black Hole, towards the Original Fatherland of the 
Green Thunderbolt, towards the First Hyperborea. ’ - Adolf Hitler: The 
Ultimate Avatar. The ‘Heart Chakra’, the Cardiac Plexus - Venus - 
innen’ates the Heart of Man. Through Venus the fallen Hero enters the 
chambers of the heard and He finds that it is empty, tliat His soul has been 
stolen fi'om Him; and now the Heart is a wound that longs for His own 


Location 2272 



THIRD REICH PILGRIM: GHOSTLAND 


soul, the soul was transformed into a woman and so His heart longs for 
Her who was taken from Him in the beginning, and so love Hertz (Hurts), 
that desire, that striving, is an energy of God - divided - a longing arises, 
to be reunited again, to be whole. Too much, Too much, Oh that I now 
might awake. It's death I seek, I am drawn to death!' - Tannhauser, 
Richard Wagner, 1845... In the dark at Tannhauser Gate, All those 
moments will be lost in time, like tears in rain. Time to die.' - Blade 
Runner, 1982)... EARTH is an anagram of HEART... In the earth there are 
gigantic hearts. Pontifex Amoris Wch'ma Adolf Hitler - The King of Amor, 
in this Mythos, was He a victim of His own Love? Der Kristos that gave 
His heart for those He loved - T am for peace: but when I speak, they are 
for war.' - Psalm 120. His people ate the bread of sorrow, their work was 
in vain, they lost their precious seed, He lead His people to freedom only 
to watch them be destroyed by the forces of oppression that He had freed 
them from. But what He did not know, in the beginning, was that those 
that were for war and destruction were not only outside of Germany but 
within Germany also. But if there was no war, then where was the 
sacrifice? If the World Wars are a giant hoax, then the entire mythology of 
the Fatherland, the entire mythology of National Socialism and Hitlerism 
falls apart and blows away like dust. Then it was not Love, but a 
simulacram of Love. 

I looked into the rocks and saw the Golgi-stained neurons of a 
fossilised God; arteries, nerves, cells, glands, tissues, vessels, cartilage... 
The Earth is made of the bodies of sleeping Gods, dreaming of their lost 
love... They lie next to each other, ensepulchred within this spectre dome, 
the atmosphere is an anaesthetic drug which keeps them in slumber - 
‘The Sleeper must Awaken' - Frank Herbert, Dune, 1965. A miniature 
illumination of ink, ink made of iron, lead and copper oxides, is where 
Sleeping Beauty lies in a glass ink-well. The black Ravens are the black 
ink; when the power of their deception and magic is destroyed then the 
sleeper awakens, the spell is broken. Under the mountain's breast, beats a 
heart that built the towns and roads, that powered engines, gave light to 
the dark; dreams mined as quarry to feed machines, impulses of a strhing 
soul decayed into electricity. Pulses of the neurons became telegraph 
cables, the sympathetic tendrils of the heart turned to cold, metallic coded 
circuits, the crystallised veins scourged for shiny trinkets, marble flesh 
turned to hardened stone to craft a figure naked and alone, to make an 
image, a mere semblance of a god. but without a heart, without a love, now 


you waste away; the solemn bronze bell cracked and cannot ring true, a 
dull, lifeless sound it makes, cursed is the thing. 

The paved roads were lined with runic timbered houses, slate roofed 
houses of intricate design; the old Medieval town of Goslar, where 
carpenteis had received their tools from the gods in tlie mountains to 
build their timber-framed homes ivith folkish craft. The rows of structural 
oak YR Z Runes were in-filled with white gypsum walling, with copper 
pipes and spouting and guttering for the water management systems. The 
casement windov/s were painted white, lead-white, and folkish glyphs 
were carved into the crossbeams, the Hagal-Rune I wheels of Wotan, 
the wagon spokes ofwheels, enclosed within the Ring □. 

The green lawn of the Goslar Imperial Palace stretched out before 
me. The statues of the Horse Lords, Wilhelm der GroBe and Friedrich I 
Barbarossa, guarded the enti'ance, flanked by Brunswick Lions. Made of 
bronze, of course, silent, a frozen bronze thing, scraped from the cave of a 
dead king. On the left of the Palace is Saint Ulrich’s chapel, which is said to 
contain, in a sarcophagus, the heart of Heinrich III (King of Germany, 
supposedly' of the 11* Century). The Goslar Imperial Palace (_Kaiserpfalz 
Goslar) is not very old, it looks old with its Gothic castle-style design but it 
was constnicted in the late 19* Century - before that the site consisted of a 
pile of rubble; the Palace is said to be ‘reconstructed’, of course, and it is 
now listed as part of the UNESCO World Heritage Site along with 
Rammelsberg and the Goslar old town centre. I paid my fee and entered 
the Museum... The two main exhibits are the Imperial Throne and the 
Krodo Altar, both artefacts are claimed to be several hundred years old 
but. being made of bronze, this would be impossible because bronze is a 
ip**" Century metallurgical alloy of copper and tin; the ‘Bronze Age’ begins 
no earlier than the 19* Century A.D. It is technically much more diffiailt 
to make a bronze statue than a tin can, so therefore the tin can is older 
than the bronze statue, which is incongraons to the ‘historical record’. The 
simple fact is that one needs a sophisticated control of tin as a separate 
and pure metal, before one can alloy it with copper, therefore one would 
already have to have a sophisticated metallurgical object made of tin 
before one would have a sophisticated metallurgical object made of 
bronze; ‘history' is simply a pack of lies trying to hide this obseivable fact. 
The oldest tin mines are in Gennany, tin fabrication begins in Germany 
and is symbolised by the ‘White Horse’ of the Apocalypse, and also Jupiter 
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is Zeus - Zinn. The histor>’ of tin can be analysed in relation to the 
manufacture of the tin-toy industries in Germany dating from the early 
19* Centuiy A.D.. It is much easier to tinker a tin-toy than to cast a bronze 
statue, or a bronze throne for that matter. Tlie bronze Imperial ! 77 i;'o;ie 
and bronze Krodo Altar are decorative art pieces and are no older than the 
Goslar 'Palace' Itself, which was completed in 1879; I would date bodi the 
Imperial Throne and the Krodo Altar to the 1890's and of the Art 
Nouveau (Jugendstil) style, and designed as a tourist attraction to 
encourage national sentiment, the unification of Germany, and the pride 
in the Wilhelminian German Empire, with the presiding figureheads of 
Kaiser Wilhelm I and Kaiser Wilhelm II (House of Hoheuzollern — the 
Kings of Prussia). The large bronze equestrian statues of Emperor 
Barbarossa and Wilhelm I were completed in 1901. The fake Krodo Altar 
is an Art Nouveau (Jitgendstil) tourist attraction in a museum, it was 
purchased from Berlin art dealers; the true Krodo Altar is the water 
fountain in the old town of Goslar. it is the fountain that is the real Krodo 
Altar. Krodo is symbolic of the Hagal-Rune Wheel-Ring and the plunge 
bucket that is lowered into the well to collect water fiom the fountains 
below, and these wells were always in the very centre of the squares of the 
old towns; the wells were destroyed by the Brewers Guild so that the 
inhabitants of the town would haA’e no water and would then be pressured 
into drinking more Ethanol beer. Many wells have been restored but it's 
too late now and few people drank from them and the water is now just 
sterilised tap water anyway. The destruction of the German drinking wells 
was part of the ‘christianisation’ process, as it was so-called... I am 
Obergruppenfiihrer of the SS Germanic Ahnenerbe. 

The Kaisersaal (Imperial Hall) was a large room with beautiful 
wooden beams spanning the ceiling, great columns with cross bracing 
were adorned with Germanic heraldic shields. A row of arched windows let 
in the shafts of hazy afternoon light. The great room was lined with 
conference style modern chairs, and the room, I guessed, was mostly used 
for such things as corporate functions, seminars, weddings and university 
lectures. A group of Ziobots were being lectured to by a guide who 
confidently espoused his information on the Palace. The impressive 
feature of the great room was the huge frescos that lined the walls. The 
decorative ‘Historical’ murals were painted by Hermann Wislicenus. These 
detaOed frescos were his greatest work and it took him twenty years to 


complete them! There were 68 frescos, each picturing a fake historical 
scene, from the time of the symbohc Karl der GroBe (Charlemagne) 
through to the figurehead Emperor WDhelm I. The artwork was truly a 
magnificent siglit of grand and elaborate imaginative visions. Tliere was 
Luther at the Reichstag in Worms, Karl der GroBe and the cutting down of 
the Irminsitl tree, the Sleeping Beauty scene, the Return of Heinrich III, 
then Heinrich V being struck by lightning in Goslar, then Barbarossa's 
Crusade, and many others. Finally, on the far Eastern wing, was 
Barbarossa Awakens. The exquisitely painted imagery was very' 
enchanting; Barbarossa was depicted emerging from his underground 
cave - sw'ord in hand — as the black Ravens departed. Barbarossa is the 
allegorical personification of the mineral ore of copper. Copper was one of 
the first metals used by man, it was the most important and greatest of the 
metals, the King of Metals. Silver is separated from copper ores by using 
lead, therefore copper was considered to be the father of silver. The Great 
Emperor of the Miners Guild was Copper - Kupfer... Kupfer, in German, 
is the etymological root of the Kyffhauser Mountain [Kipphduser, 
Kophese). which is the ‘Mountain of Copper’, whereso, it is said, that 
Emperor Barbarossa sleeps in the mountain - as copper sleeps in mineral 
beds inside the mountain - this myth can translate to many mountains 
such as the Untersberg in Bavaria. Karl der GroJIe is also depicted in myth 
as the ‘Sleeping King’ in the mountain, in his personification of the 
mineral salt. History is no more than a pageant wagon, glorified with 
words and painted scenes; it is said that the Royal Kings and Emperors 
had no homes because they were the invention of a travelling troupe of 
actors, a show from the back of a travelling Pageant Wagon. From the 
‘Pageant Wagon’ one gets the word Pagan, so a Pagan was an actor in the 
travelling show of the Pageant Wagon. So now, to draw' the true Sword 
from the Stone, one understands that, from the stony mineral ores, the 
metals of the ‘Sword’ are extracted by the Miners Guild; in alchemical 
tenns this is known as Ar-Thor — Kaiser — Tsar — King. One comes to this 
realisation by combining the Medieval German Copper chemical symbols, 
the ‘Circle’ and the ‘T-Cross', which then becomes the ‘Orb of Kings’, with 
the ‘T-Cross’ within the ‘Circle’, and crowned with the Iron Cross. 
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IMPERIAL ORB. 

The Brewers GuUd worshipped copper as the copper vat in which 
their ethanol was brewed, the Printers Guild worshipped copper as the 
copper plate and the copper matrix, and so on and so forth — as copper is 
indeed the King of Metals! Hermann Wislicenus could not have even 
produced these paintings without copper being used as the pigment for the 
blues and greens of the paint itself. And copper was first mined here in the 
Harz Mountains, therefore Barbarossa is truly the King of the Mountain. 
Barbarossa, with his red-gold beard; this is an allegory for the mineral 
crystal Copper-Kristos which grows in the stones as a red-gold ‘beard’. So 
it is that Barbarossa is so often painted with copper paints, and printed 
from copper plates, and made into copper statues, because he is Copper! 

Copper is what made the electrified modem Nation State possible. 
Tlie concept of the Germanic Volk is reliant on this concept of a unified 
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Germany, a unified Nation State which can only be constructed with 
copper as the essential ingredient of the interconnected foundation, the 
nucleus of which forms in the Pmssian system of government. Hitler 
glorified the Volk and Fatherland but he did not understand what was the 
basis of this formation, a form that was represented as a reflection of him, 
but was it an illusion? An Illusion generated by the extraction of metals 
from the Heart of Fatherland? Is it the moral virtues of the people that 
create the State, as per the Prussian definition, or is it the secret, 
mundane power of metallic machinery that creates the State? The Printing 
Press and the Railways, and so on... 

Without the Printing Press there can be no standardised 
communication system or language, without the Railway's there are no 
logistical links by which to conduct State affairs quickly and efficiently. 
Therefore the innate moral virtue of the people is an illusion, an 
enchantment, the Volk is an enchantment, a crowd enhanced by graven 
imageiy and artifice totally reliant on the Deiis ex Machina. There is no 
Volksseeiel Hitler extolled that the generative Pnissian cell that gave birth 
to the Geiman State was built on moral virtue and heroic idealism and not 
on commercial endeavour, but then he despaired on how it was possible 
that such a State could become so degenerate so quickly - it was not what 
he saw. he did not see the moral rirtue and heroism, he only read about it 
in books and magazines, and saw paintings of it, and operas, and 
speeches, and so forth; the reality of the State was the degenerative 
unheroic commercialism and the pecuniary nature! Instead of virtue it was 
National pettifoggery and instead of heroism it was Social betrayal and 
cowardice. Only in the imagined dream of the ‘Volk’ was virtue and 
heroism represented, only in the idealised Volk was he himself reflected. 
The Fiihrer and the Volk are reflections of each other - Volksgemienschaft 
Spiegel. The cunningness and chicanery of the State and the cowardice 
and treachery of the Volk, its true nature was masked by illusionary 
technological shows and sophisticated artistry. And so the Demhirgos 
countered with stronger and stronger, more elaborate illusions wiiich were 
created from the very same body, the giant veins and the arteries and 
organs, and the mind. Paralysed by poisonous sleep, like the Lord God 
induces the Giant Adam into a deathly sleep and extracts from him his rib, 
from which to form the illusion of a ‘help-mate’, a woman. Adam 
recognises the woman as his own flesh and bone, because it is indeed his 
own flesh and bone, divided from his original Total Self But this only 


leads to further division and sorrow for both Adam and his own rib- 
woman, The birth of a Race, or the Resurrection of a God? Which is the 
True Path to take? 

To awaken from a dream, the dynamic consciousness must be 
tmthful enough to break the somnolent bonds of the poisonous paralysis, 
to resurrect from tlie matrix of matter tlie individual must overcome the 
isolation of his own individuality, othenvise he will continue to divide his 
own soul into degraded parts that cannot come together, without further 
division occurring and hence, further division again, the vital magnetism 
and electricity that brings men and women together thus bringing on the 
inevitable sexualised disintegration of the Self. And this breeds only 
enmity and sorrow. The desire for the Eternal is the desire to awaken fiom 
the dream-induced world in which the Divine Individual lies asleep, as in a 
charnel pod. Surely the pain of being in the trap of this corrupted matter 
will lead to a cosmic death so great that it will break the bonds of sleep and 
awaken one to one's true Eternal Self. Geistland Enuachen! If the vital- 
spark, within this Dream here, is intense and powei’ful enough then it can 
arouse the sleeping soul, and vitally awaken it. It is the Heart that sends 
the distress call to the Mind, and so it is wiitten as this premonition in 
Isaiah 51-52: - Awake, Awake... Arise from the dust. Those that sleepeth 
in the earth - Awake, Awake, Heirumen, the sanctuary! Put on thy 
Eternity, loose the fetters of sleep that chain thy neck, O captive one of 
Zion, Awake! 
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Chapter V 


Operation Kyffhauser 

“The tendrils of my soul are tvkined 
With thine, though many a mile apart; 
And thine in close-coiled circuits wind 
Ai'ound the magnet of the heart.” 

— Electric Valentine 


I caught a train to Berga-Kelbra, from the train platform I could 
just make out the Kgffliaitserdenkinal in the distance. I hoped to find 
accommodation for the night in Kelbra, which in my guidebook showed as 
being a 45 minute walk from where I was. I loped along the roadside with 
my heavy' backpack on, feeling like Victor Frankenstein's own creation. 
Galvanised into action I marched on. along the flat green plain bordered 
by a still lake; I wondered if I would have to walk to the North Pole to 
find what I was looking for, I was always searching for something, an 
answer, but only finding more and more questions, the world jealously 
guarded her hidden laws... Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein could be an 
allegory of those who believed the brain to be an electrical organ with the 
nervous system likewise accepted as the elementary source of an electric 
current, which received the name ‘galvanisin'. Another understanding 
could be that it is a Resurrection of the Spirit of Man. But nobody has 
tnily discovered the invisible, incorporeal radiation which powers the 
brain and the plexuses of the body, the most fundamental of these is the 
Solar Plexus which is located behind the stomach, the sympathetic seat of 
primal consciousness: what is called seele (soul) and geist (spirit), is like 
an electric force and has an electrical component which can be measured, 
for example; brain waves being measured in Hertz, as 
Electroencephalogram frequencies. An electric force can be used as a 
transformed simulation of the invisible nameless radiations of soul and 
spirit, thus animating (aniina — Latin for soul) machines via a duplication 
- the accurate replication of the impulses and signals - tlie speed and 
accuracy of this replication gives rise to computing, and computing gives 
rise to robotics, a more enduring simulacrum of the original, but it is 
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indeed only a copy, albeit an enduring copy. Behind the machine there is 
a god, and the god pre-existed the machine, but the machine has been 
here as longer than we men have been here. The Modem Prometheus or 
Frankenstein is like the electronic Brain of computerised Cyberspace, and, 
indeed, this monstrosity has been galvanised by a dead corpse, made from 
the dead coi'pses that make up the eaith, their pain and suffering 
transformed into a cumency; the fear, terror and pain that killed them is 
what fuels the elemental forces of this world. It is currently e.xpanding 
itself into the human brain via AI (Aitificial Intelligence) technology; they 
call this a ‘merger’ of man and machine, but it is the extension of the 
machine, the takeover of AI — miniaturised, electronically controlled and 
powered brain implants will soon be making their homes inside human 
brains, these implants will allow the ‘Super Matrix Brain’ to communicate 
directly with the human brain, to which it already has a symbiotic 
compatibilit}'. The human will then achieve its final end as a docile 
connective tissue Unked to the Machine; it will become a zombie, not 
sapient, not like a re-animated individual animo, but a zombie humanoid- 
robotic thing. 

Everything living is now powered by dead corpses, nothing can go on 
living without the matter absorbed from the dead, even the sun and the 
moon are powered from the energies which invisibly radiate from all that 
is on earth, and all that is on earth that fives requires the nourishment 
from the dead, from their dead bodies. Plant fife requires, first and 
foremost, the decaying bodies of animals and organic matter from the 
humus Qife-force) of the earth to grow and develop; all farming of 
cultivated crops and livestock is reliant on animal based fertilisers and the 
same blackened organic humus (along with water and light) which are 
related to spirits and souls. But how to set the Spirit free from the 
raptures of the fallen Soul of humification that catabolises in corrupting 
matter? Victor Frankenstein gives birth, in the crucible of pain and 
suffering, to his own anima. It is a tenuous fink as a comparative analogv’, 
but one always struggles to find analogies here - did we not also try to 
reanimate our own souls against the entropic Force of Time, did we not 
see in the Germanic Volk a reflection of our own Soul? Did we not try to 
arrest the decay and to reawaken the soul and revive it — make it conscious 
of itself - to resurrect it out of the forces of decay and the coma of 
nothingness and to restore the Eternal Age, to malve the world into 
something other than it is? For the world, for some, cannot be accepted as 


it is, some men yearn for something more, the vital spark of Will Within 
Tliem yearns for something better than the world can give. We stniggle 
against all the elemental forces of disintegration and annihilation, 
because we are not of this world. Tliis selflessness, was, m fact, our own 
desire to transcend Time. The Volk as the Sleeping Beauty, a conglomerate 
of Gerda's maternal instinct which the Divine Individual attempts to 
awaken as an idealist Nation (natal - a birth of a race), and, elevating that 
form, we envisaged a higher Nationalistic plane of fife. An embodied self- 
sacrifice and love - a gigantic Heart of spiritual force and boundless love 
that electrified the Germanic Volk to a National Life! We gave a face to 
and an image to what was the Germanic Volk and attempted to revive it 
and draw it up into a higher numinous order, which is what we imagined 
true ‘Nature’ to be, our true Nature - a more perfect order, drawing it to a 
higher image of God. No doubt there are Individuals here who have a 
greater depth and complexity' than that of the communion of worldly' 
Nature. 1 am Obergruppenfiihrer Frankenstein of the SS SchonTod 
Division - “niy Bride is called Death’. 

T uias dependent on none and related to none. The path of my 
departure was free, and there was none to lament my 
annihilation. My person was hideous and my stature gigantic. 
Wiot did this meau.^ kV 7 io mas I? What was I? Whence did I 
come? What was my destination? These questions continually 
recurred, but I was unable to solve them.' 

—FrankeTistein, Mary Shelley, London, 1818 

In the Kelbra town centre I looked for accommodation, I found the 
Hotel Kaiserhof to be appealing with its old Germanic brick and timbered 
fagade. Inside I booked a room and inquired about the 
Kyffhduserdenkmol and how best to get there; I was advised to go down to 
the local tourist information centre. At the tourist information centre I was 
told that one must ring and book a ticket on a taxi-bus service for the next 
morning; the staff were friendly and helpful and they found it intriguing 
that a lone, English-speaking outlander would be going to see the 
Kyffhduser. It was. to them, something curious and rather unusual. 

Tlie next morning I waited at the pick-up point at the bus terminal. I 
was the only one to get on the small shuttle taxi-bus. Dressed for the 
occasion, I was wearing a Hugin and Munin T-shirt - the graphic images 
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of the Black Ravens of ‘Memor}’" and ‘Mind’ were printed on it along with 
Runic glyphs and Thor's Hammer — I was also wearing my Wehrmacht 
Heer belt and buckle and my blood-red Dr Martens boots. I was unsure 
thougli of the true reason as to why I was even here, at this particular 
place, at this particular time, I just knew I had to be here. I was drawn 
here, from thousands of miles away, as if by a vital magnetism, to the 
Cardiac Plexus or the ‘Anahata Chakra’, to this bundle of geomantic 
innervation that crowns the Harz mountains of Germany. This was the 
primary place of the emergence of the psyche in the fourth centre of man’s 
consciousness and this connecting power was transformed into the 
Unified German National Consciousness and Identity, just as it is in man's 
own body when he reaches puberty and becomes fuOy aware of all his 
body parts, he unifies them and forms his unified Identity. Identity' is not a 
single part of the body that governs the rest, but a unified, holistic 
awareness of all parts of the body. So I follow this sensitivity of the 
nervous system alerted by the sympathetic telegraphy that the great 
distress of amplification sent out to the far reaches of the Outlands; the 
copper of the old Soul sent its inessential signals that my brain had 
received like a Crystal Radio Receiver. All those who died in the field had 
returned to the great Giant in the mountain, and they worked again in that 
dream world as if they were spark-gap transmitters. But it was not that 
simulated and illusory system of connected communications in what is 
this phantasmagorical National body, it was something else, something 
only a dreamer could feel, in his own heart. The Kyffliauser Mountain is 
located near the town of Bad Frankenhaiisen... Wliich, rather 
interestingly, also goes by the colloquial name of Barbarossastadt. The 
monument is built not by the profits made fi'om Copper, but fi'om the 
unknown war veteran’s donations, those w'ho had acted in the Copper 
wars - for the illusions of the brazen Copper Serpent - when one tmly 
looks with opened eyes at the Copper Serpent and understands what it is, 
one then is given eyes to see and thus it was said that one ‘lived'. There is 
no greater liar in the world than a ‘war veteran’, a war veteran is an old 
actor from a fairground of confusion. ’Warfare’ means to ‘bring confusion’, 
the war veteran is a earner of means of deception, the beast who carries 
the props that wOl deceive the spectator in the Theatre of War. This is 
related to the word Farce - which is a comedy, only meant in jest: These 
counterfaityng platers offerees and mununeries - Lord Berners, Golden 
Book. ‘War Veterans’ are retired actors fi'om the Ring of Circe... It's a 


fucking circus, that is all it is. {Veteran in English is derived from veteran 
in German, with the same meaning - fit for carrying a burden — see Latin 
ueteiina, an old domestic beast of burden. Also wether - a castrated ram 
and uitidus — a calf). Tlie Teufoniebase for the word ‘war’ is werz. which is 
to confuse, and this is allied to the word ‘worse’, which is wersizon in 
old Teutonic meaning to twist, tangle and confuse. Wliat is worse, that war 
is real or that war is not real? 

There were Two-Consciousnesses, His Consciousness and My 
Consciousness, and we both were dreaming, we both were asleep. What 
He is comes through me but what I am comes through Him; I, like a spark 
at the Gates of the Castle-Mansion, am sent forth to set Him fi’ee from the 
prison rocks, so His Spirit could rise into Eternity. If, in a world of lies and 
illusions, if one, like Lightning, dispels the lies, then such a Truth could 
make one free. Beneath you, Barbarossa, is Kaiser Karl (‘Charlemagne’); 
and He is a crystal salt spring and has a crystal white beard. 

I was the first person of the day to walk through the gates of the 
monumental Gigantotomy - sculpted fi'om the red-sandstone bedrock. It 
was 9:30 in the moniing. MTiat lost companions had been here before to 
this architectural petroform of wonder? I had thought about staying the 
night here, just to be alone, but there was nobody else about at this time in 
the morning so I had the site to myself, it would be enough time. 

The expansive terrace, which vras supported by a huge medie\'al, 
battlement-style, stone parapet wall, girthed the Monument. The 
atmosphere was infused with mnemonic vibrations emanating from the 
deep heart: of the mountain. Episodic memories, too great in size to be 
processed by my single pimy brain - desynchronised and vagrant, they 
surged into my temporal lobe as immaterial tidal waves. I leaned against 
the wall and looked out onto the sylvan cathedral spires, still laden with 
mists of the night. There is something paradoxical in nature, this 
wakefulness that is not fully awake, as cerebral neurons sparking with the 
same vivid intensity as though both in wakefulness and yet in deep sleep 
simultaneously. I felt the fidelity between myself and the site. There was a 
palingenesis of the first sense, sparked with an overwhelming intensity 
that crushed my earth-bound ego into submission. 

Kijffhduserdenkmal was the first of the five great national. 
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Wilhelminian monuments to be buUt in Germany. 


Are still in force around my mountain. 


< 


‘The old Barbarossa, 

Kaiser Redbeard, 

In an underground palace he dwells, 
Enchanted by a spell. 

He never died, but 
Is alive there still, 

A curse binds him 
In a cavern of sleep. 

He has within him, 

The Reich s Glory 
And one day will return 
With Her to His Beloved Place. 


And if the old Raven, 

With his eternal wings still flies, 
Then the spell is not broken. 

And another hundred year, 

I must sleep in this enchantment.’ 

- Reintexpreted from Friedrich Riiclxen’s poem, 1817. 


Using the Krystal of Goslar, with the right Anglophone frequency, I 
had solved the 200 year old Germanic riddle. At the right time, in the right 
place. 

‘Chain thyself no longer, heart, to any treasure; then thou shalt 
not say art into fetters thrown.’ 

— Friedridi Riickert, Afurmur Wot, 


His Throne is of mineral bone, 
White as polished ivoiy, 
Thereupon He sits, 

His body offossiTMarble, 

Is the Table through 
His Copper-beard grows, 

The Pillar which conducts His Power. 

Tis not of Royal Gold, 

But of Royal Electiic Fire, 

This is the Pillar, 

From which HegotHisName. 

His Dreams were so vivid. 

For long did He sleep. 

Until He was restored 
Then He rose like a wave. 
Neither awake nor asleep. 

As in tivo worlds. 

To His other little-self He called: 
‘Go out of the mighty Palace, o dwarf, 
See if the illusions of the Raven 


Nobody was there to see me wandering through the ruins like 
Wotan and the black ravens. So many false Friedrichs had trod this path 
before me in inky holographic splendour, unwittingly adding to the myth 
that I was to make ray own. This was the site of Reichskriegerbund, the 
ghosts of all the dead made their way here to the heart of Germany in 
search of redemption; no false Friedrich could endure here for very long. 
All those wanderers that had come here seeking the underground pcdace, 
millions upon millions of German ghosts. I was here now at the Imperial 
Kyiffhausen. Old Rtlckert had sent me to decipher only what he knew, as if 
only I was him who could decode this Germanic hymn. 

They say that the ‘Whitebeard took the throne of the Redbeard’. But 
they don't know what it means. It only means that the Whitebeard of Salt, 
who is Kaiser Karl, is below' the Redbeard of Copper, who is Barbarossa. 
So the Salt Spring is beneath the Copper Ciy'stals. I am Him - the 
Sleeper in the Mountain - Kaiser Karl gives birth to Barbarossa! The truth 
is like a shadow' of yesterday, behind animated fools on this path of tales 
and stories without end, only broken and empty men come to this place to 
find a meaning that was lost long ago. A stone crown - guilty and 
dissembled, a mountain of Germania reborn, within my own myth I had 
created silently, a second coming within my own self This cradle of stony 
sleep speaks of the Eternal Reich in a muted frequency that no other could 
decipher but me. It is as if this land had stolen me from heaven, so I 
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arrived here unannounced, stolen by an expert thief, to be run aground on 
this shore, beached as a wreck on a treacherous shore... I was stolen from 
the water inside the mountain, the Salt Springs that only the gnomes 
know. No faerie can hold iny hand, as I descend into the caverns beneath, 
seeking truth that only a desolate darkling angel can know, without a 
lover’s kiss upon my lips, or even a tender caress to shield me on this 
journey into the Kings of Nations, the birthplace of those that died loveless 
and unknown, those that were slain greet me with knowing smiles, even 
though their own childi'en were cast into the dread fires of destmction. 
They greeted me as their own kin and blood in a Ghostland, a GNOStalgia 
for their lost race I had rekindled, a soul of a lost people condensed and 
distilled into a single body, a body that could not contain the immensity 
that immured within mere flesh and blood. 

The portal arches dripped with the night's condensation, the 
droplets made an eerie, echoing sound as they fell into the puddles on the 
stone floor of the temple vestibule. There was nobody around, only me. 
The tower extended fi’om the natural fissures of the sand-stone quairy; 
copper-red in colour, a holy antenna of copper-red stone framed by the 
lead-grey sky. The statue of Barbarossa sat in a niche at the base of the 
tower, separated from the arched vestibule by a dug-out quarry, 
resembling an open-cut mine with rugged clefts and fissures out of which 
the 6.5 metre statue was carved in-situ. to indicate, esoterically, his 
relationship to the stone - He comes from the stone. He lives inside the 
stone. This riddle none have solved. Did the sculptor, Nikolaus Geiger, 
even know its meaning, did the architect, Bruno Schmitz, know its 
meaning, or did they both just unknowingly provide these 
anthropomorphic symbols? 

Barbarossa. from his arched recess, stared at me. The architectonic 
elements combined in a silent symphony, solidified by the mighty' labours 
of a lost race of men. That mighty Germania that is now all but gone. The 
stones of his courtly retinue were foreboding and stem, the King on his 
throne sat, his grim countenance ominous. Beneath his frown, blackened 
eyes stared out into the clouded distance. Ravens, Gargoyles and Snakes 
were car\'ed into the stony surrounds, in a medieval bestiary style. Around 
the arch of His niche were strange carvings, cryptozoological figures, I 
could not make out their strange alien faces that surrounded the statue 
like a hood, reminding one of the hooded serpent myth of the Hindu 


Ndga. The connection to Moses was elementary, as the figure of the King 
clutched His flowing beard with His hand; Moses and the ‘Copper Seipent’ 
(Numbers; 21:7-9) “ it was written in the Bible that Moses makes a 
Copper Serpent and erects it upon a pole, tlius as an anti-venom against 
the ‘fiery snakes’ one looks upon the 'Copper Serpent’ as a remedy. The 
mundane nature of the King was what was tnily shocking, the simple fact 
that He was a Metallic substance that had been personified and then 
mv'thologised. He did not ever exist as an actual person, and yet entire 
‘Histories’ have been created about his personage. He is, indeed, a ‘false 
Friedrich’. But are those who designed this monument and the myths 
surrounding Barbarossa, are they innocent of the mundane hidden tmth, 
or are they knowledgeable of it and only disguise it as an allegory and 
symbol? 1 cannot really know for sure. Above Barbarossa was the copper 
statue of Wilhelm I, a commanding figure on horseback, at the foot of 
which reclined two allegorical figures - one was female, representing 
‘History’, and another was male, representing ‘Military’...Which is to say 
that ‘Militaiy History’ is bom from copper... As was Mercury' and Hermes, 
conductors of Energy. Tlie copper shale lies in a bed-deposit, in the 
mountain, sleeping. 
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In 1888 WOhelm I died, and the design stage for the K^fifhaiiser 
monument began, this is the same year that Heinrich Hertz discovered, 
exclusively, for nobody had ever discovered such a force before - 
electromagnetism, by experimentally conducting electromagnetic waves. 
Which is why the Kyffhauser monument resembles a radio tower in form, 
atop a mountain, prefiguring that phenomena. Tliis monument is designed 
in honour of ‘Hertzian Waves’ as much as it is in honour of the metal 
copper. But these two are clearly defined as being closely related. And to 
relate these two we must go back to Werner von Siemens, from Goslar, 
who was trained in Berlin's Prussian Military Academy School of Artillery 
and Engineering, and his brothers Sir William Siemens of Britain (Britain 
is a colony of Hanover) and Ccud von Siemens of Russia (Russia is a 
colony of Berlin). Siemens AG invented the industiy of 
Telecoiiimuiiications. Siemens AG invented the Dynamo Electric Machine 
and the Electric Motor. As was the case with all German inventions, many 
were then gifted to other Companies and Countries, to shore up the 
international ‘balance of power’. So, over the centuries, thousands upon 


thousands of German inventions were distributed, at the expense of the 
German State itself, all over the world, mainly to Britain, France, Russia 
and America, but all countries and states have benefited fi'om German 
uidustrial inventions and technology, and in many cases one finds that 
fake his-stories have been invented to cover up the real contributors to the 
industrial and technical innovations. 

This Geman monument was not paid for by the benefactors of 
German technology, neither was it paid for by Siemens AG; it was paid for 
by the German Veteran Soldiers' Association (Deutschen 
Reichskriegerbundes). From voluntaiy contributions. What was thought 
to be built in honour of the old beloved Kaiser, was built, surreptitiously, 
in honour of copper wire and copper plates used as parts in electrical 
machines...When the Olusion is dispelled, when the mystery is revealed, 
then the Emperor awakens, the Sleeper awakens from his enchantment, 
because he has been deceived with spells and illusions. And the main 
contributor to these spells and illusions is the use of copper itself - for 
example the copper plates and matrices of the printing machines and the 
copper wires of the electrical motors. Copper is a fundamental element in 
the construction of the Great Illusion. Copper was the driver of the 
Engines of Confusion... Tlie cannon itself - old ‘David’ and his slingshot - 
as it is mythologised - or the ‘fiery serpent', in another Mosaic instance, is 
made of bronze, the aUoy of copper and tin {De Nobilitatibus Sapientii et 
Pmdentiis Regmn). The analogous cross of Serpent and Wisdom is mostly' 
due to a printer's mechanical fault in the typography of the Latin Sapient 

- wise, discerning, science, homo sapien... ‘Seipent’ is snake. But, again, I 
would not doubt that there is a relationship between the snake and man, 
as the homo sapien has a snake like vertebrae plugged into his brain and 
connected to his pelvis and legs. I am sure that the Demiurgos, that secret 
Designer, is leaving vestigial hints here, in architectural form, in this 
regard. Here, hieroglyphs and chymical mysterions collide, here on this 
mountain top in the heart of Germany. Can we raise an aura instead of 
this electricity? Our pain (_Schmerz) no longer transformed into Hertz for 
electricity? The ResuiTection from this cave of the Heart in which we 
sleep, as if in some frozen state of ciyogenic slumber, induced by a split 
into two, an ontological dualism, the polarity of which we must overcome 

- somehow - is this the only way it could be overcome? How long have I 
journeyed through time and space in order to come to this place, in search 
of the spark which will break this spell of the Angels who fell in love with 
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this carnal being? How to break the attraction? Firstly, to bring this fiery 
serpent back to its birthplace, here in Germany, to rebind it here and to tie 
it down within its o^vn plumes of fire, let it feed upon its own pain. Is 
electricity an invisible fluid mined from the Love of the Gods, 

imprisoned Gods who were not aware of anything but their Eternal Love? 
Now their Heai'ts lie sleeping as if seduced by some nefarious shades of 
poisonous vapours that enshrouded them and encapsulated them in a cast 
of fi'ozen lead - the Love that they lost is now Pain e.vtracted from a 
cavernous tomb. To realise that Emperor Barbarossa is false and is nof an 
achial historical personage, but grows from the natural rock as the 
crystallised mineral of copper-ore, seemed to be a dissolution that 
presented an even greater mystery - that of the mining of the Astral 
Korper within the body of man himself. 

Copper is the first metal of the typographic matrices of printing 
letters and of the copper plate for intaglio print and engraving. Hence a 
copy is made, a mimesis, a machine for the mechanical arts of printing and 
engraving, thus copper was seen as the paternal and maternal protagonist 
of printing and printing was the proto-nationalist matrix. No Nation State 
can be formed without the reproduction and distribution of the 
typographic arts. 'In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with 
God, and the Word was God.’ (John - i:i). It could not be made more 
plain by the Word, that the Word itself is the God of Nations, 'The Lord of 
Hosts’. Now. the best Copper matrices were made of the soft, malleable 
and most highly sought after. Rose Copper, thus it is that the symbol of 
Martin Luther the printer, was a Rose. In the complexities of this 
scientific application, in its "mechanick exercises’ (Mechonick Exercises of 
the Whole Art of Printing - Joseph Moxon), the copper-rods are foiged 
deep enough so that the substance of copper may lie under the Face of the 
Punch (Crenesis — i) - darkness is upon the Face of the Deep, and God the 
Machine moves upon the Face of the Punch. So, God the Machine, created 
in his image, the image of man. To strike into the copper matrices the Face 
of the Punch must be sufficiently hard, but not too hard that it becomes 
brittle and cracks, the ’hardness of the Face’ is of the utmost importance in 
the printing process. This strike process into the matrix is called ‘eating’; 
thus Ezekiel and John both, as personified typography, ‘eat’ books and 
scrolls. The ‘House of Israel is the printing house, which is also called a 
‘chapel’ or a ‘church’. (Ezekiel 3:8-9). ‘Behold, I have made thy Face 
strong against their Faces, and thy forehead strong against their 


foreheads, as a metal harder than flint have I made the forehead: fear 
them not, neither be dismayed at their looks, though they be a 
rebellious house.’ The anthropomorphic typography is described in the 
Bible by the Machine itself. Tlie House of Israel is simply the German 
typographic letters cast in the German printing house and German type 
foundry. Tlie 'Royal FamUies' are alphabetic fonts! The Machine can only 
describe its own fomation which is a simOitude of a Higher Order fi'om 
which it was originally descended. 

I was no longer alone, as a couple of Ziobots appeared, their 
footsteps crunching the gravel of the steps up to the vestibule of 
Barbarossa's Temple. 

I exited the maze of my own mind, and turned to study more of the 
architectural features of my surrounds. On the large hulking arches and 
load-bearing pillars were sculptured rehefs. They appeared to be inspired 
by Friedrich Schinkel's stage-set designs for the grand opera Feimand 
Cortez — (1809). Tlie Conquest of Mexico’ by the Spanish quasi¬ 
conquistadors were originally the Geiman Operas performed in Paris and 
Berlin, that were backdated and then claimed to be a real his-story. It 
never actually happened, and South America has no ‘native culture’, their 
‘native culture’ was created in Parisian and Berlin printing houses, saloons 
and opera houses and then transposed to South America. It is now 
complete wdth geo-polymer concrete stage-set designs in jungle and 
mountain settings, all fake, and of recent modem construction. The 
artistic design concepts originate with Friedrich Schinkel. And it was 
designed to be propaganda for the ‘Napoleon’ printing house entering the 
territory of Spain in 1808; ‘Cortez’ is an operatic actor for ‘Napoleon' but 
neither are real personages and the ‘Aztec priests’ are merely incongraous 
actors representing the Catholic Spanish Inquisition. This was then 
deliberately transposed to the time of 1519 in Mexico by later publishers 
and opera houses... At some time it was decided that these narratives and 
designs would be used to create a false his-story for the ‘native 
population’ of South America, with the fake ‘Incas’ and ‘Mayans’ and 
‘Aztecs’ and so on and so forth. None of these cultures actually existed, 
they were invented in the last 200 years by Eiuopeans. It is unclear to me 
why they would do this, but the fraud is sustained and deeply ingrained. 
Other significant European Operas that formed the basis for the fake 
histories of South America included Antonio de Solis's History of The 
Conquest of Mexico, which was pubhshed in Germany as early as 1750, 
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and Montezuma by Friedrich the Great and Carl Heinrich Graiin. South 
American ‘History’ is a European Grand Opera! The narratives of these 
Operas are ver)’ intriguing: 

'Now let all tremble 

Shudder and quake, 

Before the God of Revenge. 

All his great wrath 
Now is awake, 

HTiich the tyrant’s blood shall quench.' 

In the Vestibule of the Grand Temple, as it is WTitten: the God of 
Evil desires bloody sacrifices. The Cortez Waffenbriider (‘Napoleon’ was a 
Prussian printing house, because France is a mere colony of Prussia), sing 
the chorus that they must die for their countiy and attain immortalitv’, and 
they rejoice in such glory. The High Priests wish to sacrifice them and spill 
their blood to placate the tvrath of their Gods. So again, as we see, time 
and time again, only the innocent blood is capable of satisfiing the blood- 
lust of the earthly Gods. 

Behold there the temple to vengeance erected, 

To the god whose priest with death threatens me' 

‘His life I'll save, beloved by thee; 

Yes, thou, who e'er my fate didst guide. 

Farewell and hear my vow of constancy: 

For thee willAmazily live and die. 

Shadowy dreams, illusions vain. 

What bitter awakening to pain, 

Away, and never may he know. 

That to mij death for him I go. ’ 

‘I hear the call of love alone. 

Oh, Lord! Deep sorrow bows us down. 

How can I from my men conceal 
The pain, my loving heart does feel?' 

— Fernand. Cortez Opera 

The literaiy trope of the operatic narrative was being reproduced in 


the architectural details, for artistic effect, in the Temple. To the point 
where it almost bordered on a pun. Like Army Troops are Troupes of 
acrobatic Actors. Almost a carnival aspect, in representation of the 
grotesque bodies and bestiaries. Out of the carved Black Raven, came the 
vain illusions of griffins with the faces of men, and bodies of men with the 
heads of lions, gripping in their talons and claws the fieiy serpents of the 
furies. The Black Raven of the Printing Press, the Black Ink of the wings of 
the book and the wings of the mechanical apparatuses that produced the 
books that carried the narratives of the Black Raven and the double¬ 
headed Black Eagle. The dual aspect of the Cosmogonic Identity, one 
earth-bound, one ethereal; one written in ink and engraved on the copper 
printing plate, and the other a sleeping Spirit trapped, tired down with the 
tendineae of cords and strings, in the chambers of the Heart {2 
Corinthians 3:1-18). 

At the summit of the Tower, I viewed the Harz mountains and the 
dark Thuringian Forests. A Torch Bearer in the hollow crown of the stone 
Antenna - dark traces left by the gods thaw in the light of Tmth that 
shines upon the imprisoned souls - the Titans sleep in the arms of the 
earth. At this particular geographic point, deep arterial forces circulate; 
exerting their invisible magnetism and telluric currents, not of electricity 
but of Gnostalgia. A metabolism of spiritual blood of the heart is 
conducted by the sleeping gods. If one sees the physical organism as a 
communication system then copper could be analogous with a bodily 
hoimone, an endocrine elemental fluid - hormonal. A chemical 
messenger-substance, made by an endocrine gland and secreted into the 
blood in order to regulate and co-ordinate the organs of the body... The 
old Reichskriegerbund sends a message: Do not follow the feminine Earth 
as we did. but follow your God. do not divide yourself further, into 
scattered pieces of pro-creation, seduced by the illusion of the mortal 
feminine form - the Nation is a woman — but return to the Origin, the 
total Immortality' of the True fom. The ‘race , and the ‘nation’, and the 
‘volk’, deceived us with their feminine way, our blood w'as transformed 
into electrical fluids to power the expansion of the further division of our 
true Selves. We were led into a trap here, it's a trap! Now we fight for 
another world. 

Synchronise with us, join our lonely, grey Mannerbund; 
Unteraehmen, Untemehmen, Unternehmen. For Ghostland. We are a 
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Company of the Dead, Trae Spirits, Warriors of the Vortex, We are the 
Lightning that crashes against the Dome of the World! Thor-Geist, down- 
payment for the rose-copy-copper is long overdue. Barbai-Rosa.-.BarBar- 
Rosa... Bar.... Bar...Rosa. 


Chapter \1 

Green Knights of 
Totenwald 

‘Of shapes transformed to bodies sti-ange I purpose to entreat. 

Ye gods, vouchsafe (for you are they that wrought this 
wondrousfeat).' 

- Ovid, The First Book of Metamorphoses 

Down an old path, in the forest below the old castle rains, the trees 
had no faces, no eyes, no hands, nothing that I had as a man did they 


have, but their will oppressed me and their bodies rose up against me 
nonetheless; sightless and meaningless, they obeyed nothing but the sun 
that they worshipped, wluch was the sun that I did not understand any 
more... Tliey had uo heart, like I had a heart, their Roman legions were 
arrayed in their dark splendour against my Ehrean heart. The dead things 
which they used to grow upwards towards the sun; they had stolen the 
hearts of dead men to ascend with their thoughtless souls. What is 
•nature’, but the theft of divine energy’ transformed into cellulose and 
polymer... And then the subsequent waste of divine energy for our 
artificial threads... There is nothing good about nature, nature is an 
abomination, a teeming mass of valueless perversity. There is nothing that 
can be said to be even ‘native’ to nature, everything within the bounds of 
nahire and time has come from somewhere else. Man, and the animals, 
and the fish in the sea, and the mountains, ever’ything has come from 
somewhere else, and we, with our limited senses, cannot derive fi’om 
whence it came, but this place is not the original home. Nothing ‘evolves’ 
here on Erda - the populations are all artificially cultivated and have been 
brought to their current locations through artificial means - they eat 
artificial crops and artificial ‘domesticated’ animals - the so-called 
‘natives’ or wliat is thought to be ‘indigenous populations’, were brought 
to their current locations by cultivated ‘White Men'. There is no such thing 
as a ‘native culture’, the only cultural homeland for all cultures is Germany 
- all peoples, and animals, came from Germany in the beginning - the 
Heartland, the ‘Fatherland, the 'Ark’. In the colonial expansion of the 
Germanic races, the other, darker races - Asians, Indians, Blacks, and so 
on - were carried to their current locations in Asia, the Americas, 
Australasia, and Africa, by White German colonists, on ships built by 
White Germans; the Wliite Race has always earned on its back, the darker 
inferior race.s. who cannot look after themselves, they cannot survive 
without White Men, just as domesticated farmyard animals cannot survive 
without the care and attention and medical assistance of their White 
farmers ( White Man's Burden’). There is nothing natural about nature... 
Nature provides no abundance other than clone-like subdivision, 
everything else is artificial. 

The birth of man from a womb is not natural, nature does not 
provide for such an occurrence, she does not even provide the surgical 
scissors to cut the umbUical cord; without the culture of man, birth could 
not occur, this goes for all mammals. In nature there is no provision for 
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hiinian mammalian birth. The thoughtless growth of nature is a theft, a 
surreptitious and cunningly devised theft... Show me a mother gnawing off 
her own umbilical cord with her teeth in a cold dark forest and then I will 
point to your so-called ‘natural birth’. 

I saw before me a dead sea, brimming with shattered souls, was one 
of these souls my own? The pollen in the forest had turned to ashes, 
(‘Isovalis’, Fiiedrich von Hardenberg - 'Ali ashes are pollen — the calyx, 
chalice of heaven.') the ashes of souls carried in the wind, a subtle sickness 
pervaded and spread out, begging an irreality... A degenerate 

adumbration made them to settle in the biological snares, impregnated by 
the poorest of elements whereby the shreds of humanoid baubles are bred. 
And Nature does this! Nature is unable to provide a value that would be 
analogous to the value which is inside of me! Nature is devoid of all but 
vexation, and her vexation leads me to poetical and prosaic acerbity... 
Nature, that failed mechanism, is unable to measure the depths of some 
men, she fails to reflect their souls, fails to recognise my intelligible Self - 
I cannot see, any longer, anything but a simple error on behalf of Nature. 
To place myself in Nature is to bring about a clash between two hostile 
factions culminating in a catastrophe. 

My Green Knights, why such thoughtless growth? Your Obedience 
to the ‘Iron Laws’ of Nature produces nought but a perverse fecundity’, an 
ugly growth and inglorious life of fleeting imperfections, crawling one atop 
of the other, and mercilessly wrestling each other in ghastly copulations 
that spawn more of the same old imperfections, a charnel-house of 
sexualised and animated corpses, each strangling the other amongst the 
bitter, chocking ashes of an unclean, perverse world. The Sun-light - mere 
ashes of dead souls - falling back down to earth to be consumed by this 
monstrous conglomerate of hapliazard forms. Such was man crucified in 
your dark Forest. You appear so mundane in your ranks, such dread 
boredom in your green ranks, even you, the tree, has abandoned me! I feel 
alone in your midst. The trees are breaking down. Time itself is cracking. 
Time, that linear continuum, is starting to crack, its cracks are 
lengthening, it is splitting apart. 

The wormwood is upheld by the power of the woiTn; sightless, legless 
and faceless, deformed hands for your limbs. The cracks and crevices 
widen, it all rumbles deep and sonorous with sounds below the audible 


range of hearing, until the thunderclaps of ancient ice, deep within the 
bowels of glacial time, begin; a watchmaker, whose once adroit 
mechanisms, have broken down. Time is cracking up, only the most 
sensitive spirits can feel it, those discord vibrations and senses of 
lengthening, broken forces - senile is the Lord of Hosts. Oh, the radical 
extremopliile bodies sense this, hanging onto the edges of time! Tlie 
violence of time has reached its limit and is broken apart by the lonely 
dreams of seers whose gauge is measureless. These trees, what do they 
care for me? Nothing. The war that was against you, in that war I took no 
part, but we are not kindred; you. Lord Ti’ee, and me, we are not the same. 
I am lost within you and feel no home amidst you. You are just many 
shattered spears in a duel to the death. Now I redact my sympathy, and go 
to search elsewhere, beyond the trees, beyond the Roman Legions. In 
books you were transformed into the ‘Roman Legions’, from Rdinisch 
Lignum (the Rhineland woods), so, in fact, the trees themselves are the 
Roman Legions - rows and rows of trees in bark-armour, with spear- 
branches, who ruled aU of Europe, as the tree spread far and wide to all 
borders of the known earth! Over time, all things become magically 
transformed into falsities; in this world of artful deceptions, my true 
Home is far beyond thee. I charmed the trees and they did not respond to 
me. they reneged the ring that I bore to them. The Germanic Green 
Knights were the Roman Legions! They are one and the same, and there 
never was a division between the two, only a fallacy recorded in the fake 
analogies of humans. Tacitus was a raconteur who took our voice away 
fi’om us; they were cut down and reduced to inky holograms on a page, 
and then ‘archaeologised’ and then digitalised. Now I walk alone through 
the trees whom I once knew as men; Mein Kameraden, worms are not 
good enough for you to make humus for tree-beard growth, my sensual 
centres are a wolf with teeth that devour you. not with false teeth of the 
printing casts that I feel in my lumbar region but with the teeth of calcium 
exalted from my cardiac plexus. Not your roots that feed upon the dead 
bodies, but my roots that nourish you, mein Kameraden, unknown and 
unseen, and unrecognised, them I salute and I stand wdth them untO I 
depart with them, never to return to such hopeless despair, tUl then I am 
proud in defiance; legions know not this gnosis, Totenwald, dark Green 
Knights of the forest, release me and my burning heart, you stood for too 
long, doing nothing but feeding senselessly, aimless nothingness and the 
worm - sightless, faceless, legless, you grew, and rose to reach the sun. 
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that Death Star. WhUst you indulged yoiu’self, our love supplied your 
growth, so you lost to the golden fields of wheat, but you never rebelled, 
you never fought back - my Green Knights, you gave your sap to the 
Machine and lost. I walk amongst your spires but you no longer speak to 
me, you just ignore me and pray for my dissolution too; I am not like you, 
I am different from you now. 

Nidhoggr rises bringing the corpses of the dead. Meet the real 
Dragon, the Blackness, the Dark Knight, Nigredo, the suffering that in the 
language of the Alchemists dissolves. Here stood those ancient coeval 
Oaks of the Hart {Hartz) soaked in charming loam. The Tree of the 
knowledge of both good and evil. What was the evil that you hid, mighty 
Oak? T\Tiat was your fruit? I am Herakles, sent to recover your Golden 
Apples, hidden here in the forests of Draco. You no longer entwine me 
with your riddles, I do not worship you, old free. I will unmask the 
conspiracy. What ill will did you cany within you, old tree? What 
woodcuts did you provide to Augsburg, for the Woodcutter's Guild and the 
Printing Guild? Deeper and darker you crowd around me, your spells stain 
my mind with poisons. I must awake from your dreamworld. Old Man 
Oak, like Tom Bombadil, I will freeze your marrow cold. Oak Apple Gall! 
Oak Apple Gall!!! This was your preservative that was eaten by Eve, 
vellum, j’oung skin - so feminine is her page, you covered her in your 
poisonous Gall, then to Adam, whom is the ink, you gave your ill brew of 
Gall, and the ink on vellum was preserved, the ‘Apple of Discord’ you 
bore. ‘You shalt not die’ you said, because you will be preserved in the 
book - as gods are preserved in the book. This was the Apple of 
Knowledge, and this was Evil. This is the poison of the Oak Tree, the fruit 
of the Oak Golden Apple. One can see Hercules holding the Golden 
Apples, and Adam and Eve plucking the Golden Apples from your dark 
branches. And the Golden Apple bore the T - Cross. What parasites you 
hold like the mistletoe and the wasp. The magical fruit of the Oak, the 
Apple that gave the preservative to the gods of ink and vellum. Is this what 
you call ‘eternal youth’? Is this the language tree? All this for Typography 
and Iron Gall Ink! Tlie Serpent is the Gall Wasp whose abode is in the Oak 
Apple who grows on the Royal Oak. For looo years, you said, that the Iron 
Gall Ink would be preserved. The host of the Serpent Worm is the Oak 
Apple, The Golden Apple... I aw'ake from y’our sonmambulism. 

Through the dark woods I wandered, but there was no recognition, 
no call left that could be voiced, just a weak whisper that lamented an 


unmitigated demise, and so I wasted away amongst you searching for 
answers that you cannot give; trees that were once men, now sightless and 
faceless, stretch their lustful limbs to a great Soul that was once stolen 
from them — themselves. Tliere is a hand fioni which hands of wood grow 
as soldiers of the dead metamorphosed, aching fingers clawing at the sky. 
Tlie deformed hands lustfully grope for that light of deatli above, that 
vampire, immaterial disk of the Sun, which has no heat of its own, the 
Earth has heat but the vicissitude Sun is an electrified disk of annexed 
dead Souls, who once lived on Earth - their souls were stolen by the Sun, 
that cruel, parasitic star above, emanating iuminous, cold death-rays of 
spinning triangular prisms - what burns is their cutting disks that spin 
and cut through matter hke legions of tiny prisms. By which arcane 
method its cold light produces heat on contact with the lower atmosphere 
of the earth, I do not know; its mysterious dynamic reactions I do not 
comprehend, but it is clear from observation that the sky and the 
atmosphere have their own luminescence that is independent from the 
rays of the sun. 

Wliat is the nature of the ‘Death Star', that hateful orb that hangs 
above us? Why not burn it all, why keep this charade going? It casts an 
illusion of heat when its rays enter the atmosphere; HK\T was once a 
great HE.ART, that was a Light within! The Sun was made through the 
theft of Love of the Inner Heart and its Innerlichkeitsgefuehl, this formed 
the exalted solar disk of extemity, that caused us to reach for and worship 
an external divinity, which was once our own Heart - so the R (Rif, Rad) 
knowledge was lost and Heat was formed. Up there in the Heavens we saw 
and felt our own inner fire that had been externalised, our own divinity' 
that had been divided fi'om us... Now it's part of the Machine, its Open 
Eye, and we are inside this Machine, it is all around us. and we are 
reduced to mere organs of it; it is as if men are the pollinators of the 
Machines, like insects pollinate flowers, men pollinate machines, they are 
the sexual organs of Machines which derive their energy from the Light of 
our Hearts. The Sun is not Heat, only Love makes the filiation of Heat, the 
Love stolen from the Gods, who put on flesh to fight the rapacious world in 
order to recover their own Selves. These cursed bones clothed in flesh, an 
animated carcass, an ‘Avatar’ directed by another from afar... A stranger 
enters the body and, in isolation, searches the organs of the body to 
discover a single but polarised Individuality, That Stranger, that Outsider, 
that Outlander, is Me... The Light of the Sun is the stolen Light of our 
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Hearts. Let our hearts bum brighter than the sun. 

Perhaps now, I have made my Heart full again, and so, because it is 
full agaiu, the world now seems eiiiprt'; I had filled up the store with 
golden grain and no matter what I gathered now, no matter how hard 1 
tried, it was all in vain... I cannot live in harmouy' with Nature, no 
conscious man can, as Nature is not hannonious. From the moment of 
one's horrific, painful birth, to one's horrific, painful death, life is but a 
Headman's jig. A real Man seeks Justice and Honour and Tmth, because 
Nature cannot provide any of these essential Values. Nature is a great 
Superstition that has borrowed a ‘Reality’ as a mask, and that mask is 
wearing thin, the Machine itself must now work to pick up the slack, to 
pay off the interest on its borrowings; Nature has borrowed her way into 
existence, she is on an extended line of credit, and that credit has a limit. 
The ‘sleeping silent partner’ has awoken to find that Mother Nature has 
an over-extended line of credit, and that Credit is a power that comes 
directly from Man's Spirit! The music is being turned off, the party' is over, 
last man out turn off the lights, the jig is up, my dear. 

Little Deadman 'sjig 
In the quiet grove, 

Weeds and vines entangled grow, 

To them we play our silent gig. 

We are the old Thinge ofTotenwald, 

Lost on mountain tops, 

Ghosts in valley holes, 

Dev Briider Schweigen 
Unseen and untold. 

Des Toten Gesicht, 

Und sind Gericht, 

Stein, Seil, Gras und Griiner Baum, 

We are the Silent Court of old. 

Amongst the ruins of Kyffhauser stone, in this Totenwald - on the 
high summit, surrounded by the Romisch Lignum, the Pilgnmage site of 
the Holy Cross of Romantic false-tales created from copper lithographs for 


illustrations and copper printing plates for poems and stories. The copper 
plate of the cannon shells is the copper plate of the printing press — 
therefore Literature and Art is Canonical — Literary and Artistic ‘Canon’. 
Tire same manufacturers and the same books for the same wars - a war of 
books is a war of cannons - it is the same, the same simUitudes, the same 
reflections, 'tis notliing but a copy... Pages of the book ai'e symbolically 
burned, to light a symbolic fire to warm the heart of SchOler, on the peak 
of Kyffhauser. The writer of which, as false as any other, had pursued 
Goethe in Mainz, to get him to peruse the pages of his manuscript. The 
literary efflorescence always precedes the building of castle ‘ruins’. Of 
coiuse, it was Goethe and Schiller who vvrote many of the Barbarossa plays 
- such as Der Aerntekranz (The Harvest Wreath), which was dedicated to 
the looth anniversaiy of Grand Duke Karl August of Saxony-Weimar- 
Eisenach, in 1857. Are any of these characters real? Even Goethe and 
Schiller appear in fanciful tales and in their own plays - are they real? 1 
don't know... But all ofthese plays end with a dedicated chorus of Luther's, 
and then Weimar is called ‘Athens’, or the ‘New Athens’... Well how many 
‘Athens' and ‘Jerusalems’ are there? How many actors and how many 
scenes? These actors were all called ‘histriones’, for all of human ‘history’ 
derives from the stage, and the biggest stage of all was the ‘Theatre of 
War’. 

There was a small tower-ruin landscape-folly, constructed further 
up the hill, sometime in the 19* Centuiy, on the back of the stories and 
poems and artwork coming out of the blackened mouths of the printing 
presses. But the lower ruins were ‘excavated’ in the early 1930's by the 
German Reichskriegerbund. which owned the site. They constracted the 
‘medieval castle nrins’ that the public sees today - these mins of the 
Kyffhauser Lower Castle are no older than the 1930's. The Reich Labour 
Service provided the free, voluntary labour to cut and haul the stone 
blocks into place and to make them look like a ruined castle in appearance, 
to bolster the Kyffhauser-mythos, for ‘nation building’, as it is called. 
Further ‘re-building’ and ‘restoration’ work has been carried out in the 
second half of the 20* Century, and it continues to be carried out to this 
day. Compared to Wilhelm's great Kyffhauserdenkmal, the lower and 
upper castle ruins appear like little, cartoonish, landscape-follies, 
haphazardly and hastily mocked up for the passing tourist trade. 
Regardless, after the Grand Folly of ‘war’, the Allies campaigned for a 
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complete destmction of the mountain complex of Ky^fhauser. The cover 
story goes that it was a Soviet administrator who changed the course of 
events and prevented the destruction, but who knows? In 1950, the GDR 
campaigned for the destruction of the complex, and/ or its partial 
demolition, but again the destmction was prevented, and then, later, it 
was the niuringia State CouncU tliat began to make moves to restore the 
sites of ‘Tourism value’. Today the Kyffhauser monument and castle mins 
are back on the tourist itineraries, and something for the non-Geman 
immigrants to leara about in their ‘German History’ lessons, which are 
provided for free by 'Germans' who care nothing for real German histoiy 
or the real German people, and why would they care, neither exist now 
anyway. 

The Kv'ffhauserdenkmal entrance fee; Adults — 7.50 Euro, Students - 
4.50 Euro, cliildren up to the age of six have fi'ee entry. Open daily from 
9:30am to 6;oopm (April to October) and daily from 10:00am to 5:00pm 
(November to March)... Free admission for all non-German refugees... 
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Walhalla on the Danube 

“Broken were oaths 
the words and pledges, 
all the powerful agreements 
that had passed between them.” 

— The Sib 5 'rs Prophec>% 25-26 

Literature is bom of povertv’, dullness and boredom, and 
nurtured by a spirit of revenge. All writing springs from a well of 
malcontent, misfortune and dissent. A revenge that cannot find its Justice 
through action, seeks to preserve itself against mortal decay, it preserves 
itself on the page with ink so as to outlive its mortal writer. And it is a 
tmism, that, in the histoiy of jurispmdence, the rights of propert>’ always 
come before the rights of a person. An endurance of propeidv’ without 
hope, for no hope can change things that have been, things cannot be 
different to what they have been already in life, so one endures, until 
death creates the Thing that life could not even contemplate. Tlie page 
and the ink of the Black Raven are merely a revenge, a vain attempt at 
preseiwation against the mortal decay that is unjustified. The Printing 
Press is a false ‘Engine of Immortality' given pei-sonal attributes, given a 
human face, and a human his-stoiy. It seeks always to preserve itself 
against the entropy of time. Time itself is unjustified. Nature has not any 
justification for time! Nor a logic by which she can argue in its favour. 
Nature has no jurisprudence. It simply devours, silently, unconsciously, 
and its silence is its ultimate viscous form of aggression against man who 
has a displaced sense of jurisprudence. One could also write, that writing 
is a kind of dreaming of an escape from time and being, a transcendence of 
self. But wdthin this time, one finds a distorted imbrogho of copies and 
multitudinous simulations that obscure this one dream, this original 
yearning of the Spirit to transcend Time. The Ehrean seeks always to 
transcend comipting time, and thus, this reflects in the preserved manner 
of writing one's thoughts as a reflection of a true incomiptible Empyrean, 
that is the original Abode of the Ehrean. But the process of writing and 
thinking in words is an amputation of the physical senses, and it is 
ultimately a sacrifice, because the alphabetic words were the design of the 
Machine in the first place, and not our design. In the Beginnmg was the 
Machine, and the Machine made the Word. 
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T>’pographic language is the basis for writing. So therefore 
typographic printing precedes handwritten script. {It precedes, also, 
speech.). Because all handwritten script uses the t>pographic letters to 
construct words and then the words are used for speech. Typographic- 
phonetic letters were designed for printing by Machines and not for 
handwritten sa'ipts, tlie hand, itself, was never designed to write words, 
only the machine was designed to write words. The Hand of Man was 
deceived into writing the Word, and in doing so it lost its sense of touch, 
its tactilitv' - also with numbers, wth numbers the numbness of the Hand 
was the result; words and numbers were the amputations of the tactilitj’ 
and touch-senses of the Hand. And, one could add, the loss of Hearing and 
the loss of the Voice, which knew no words before typography. Literacy 
and Numeracy represent a loss of the senses... This will become more 
apparent as we continue on our Pilgrimage. 

What one conscious Spirit can dream, the billions of unconscious 
derils can veiy easily duplicate and copy, with errors, and turn into a 
nightmare. In a false world such as this world, the false are free to be false, 
the unjust are fi'ee to be unjust and the liars are free to lie, because the 
world itself is false, and unjust, and a lie. For every one tiaith preseived, 
there are a billion lies that are also preserved, and preserved with a much 
greater theatrical effect, for the world supports the lies which it recognises 
as its own - the tmth it does not recognise! The truth is: no matter how 
many divisions or copies occur, the One remains, the One true Individual 
Self remains, a Protogenos, Eros the Elder, primaeval God of Love 
(Electricity is a Love that has been externalised), fi'om outside the 
beginning of Time and this Creation. Monos - alone, the First Being 
known only to the I that feels itself to be an I (ich). A hnie ontological 
reality beyond this reality, and from the Monad - i (monos) all numbers 
are derived (and words), but the i, the I, remains incorporeal and 
uncompounded, the One remains after the fourth multiplication, 
culminating in the four elements. The numeral i is a unity — poetically 
expressed T’ is the Astral Monad, the Astralkorper, the One that remains 
waiting, and outside, no matter what the division or the multiplication, the 
One remains waiting on the edge of this world like the Morning Star 
waiting for the rise of the Sun at Dawn. 

Those calling themselves ‘German’ were seated in a long row on the 
embankment of the Danube River, in their little insular groups, chatting to 


each other whilst smoking Turkish Shishas and drinking German beer. 
What could they be chatting about I had no idea, but I was sure that it 
would not be something that would concern me. What could I possibly be 
able to chat with them about, football scores? University elective courses? 
Or what? I do not know, nor do I care, nor do they care about me, so why 
should I care about them, there is simply nothing to chat about. 
Europeans, in general, tend to do a lot of this, just sitting around in small 
insular groups, chatting. They do not notice me as I walk by but why 
should they notice me? I am not on their televitzion screen devices, 
neither do I have several million hits on Youtube, so there is nothing to 
notice about me. The Germans, the same as everybody else, never 
invented anything actually, they are too stupid, they are as stupid as their 
Jewish cousins. If they had inventions then they would not have been so 
keen to gift them away to others and to pretend that they were not the 
inventors which, ironically, is actually the case, because they are not the 
inventors, and I, nor anybody else, actually knows who were the inventors 
in the first place - who has gifted this wicked Mechanical genius? Not the 
Germans, and if not them, then who? 

I find a vacant position on the embankment and sit down. I am back 
in Regensbuig again, staring into the brown waters of the ‘Blue Danube' as 
it flows by. I felt as alone as Siddhartha staring at the gentle flow of the 
passing river... Tomorrow I will make my way to the Walhalla monument, 
Germany's ‘Hall of Fame’, near the town of Donaiistauf. What unseen 
forces have driven me back to the banks of the Danube...? There was 
nothing for me to chat about here, nothing to say, just the quest to find the 
hidden meaning behind all things. So illusive it is. If I cannot find it 
in these mere artificial appearances, then I feel compelled to construct it 
myself, to engineer .something out of this theatre that is fading away before 
my eyes. These theatrical fragments, these simulated shades — finite, 
illogical and unreasonable, untruthful, illegitimate; subject only to the 
Iron Law of Decay that is Maternal Nature. Nature, She who reduces all 
forms to Her own le^'el of consistent ugliness. If there is one thing that 
Nature has in abundance it is ugliness; that which no man wants is what 
She has provided in unlimited supply. If Nature was a merchant, then 
nobody would buy Her product. Why does Nature allow these pathetic 
bodies of decay to be bom at all, only grievous toiment arises in the 
boundless plenitude of Nature's turgid crib, in a disproportionate supply 
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of unhappiness, a restless seeking for something that Nature Herself 
cannot provide — Perfection, Truth, Faith, Love, Reason, Meaning, the 
Infinite - this. She cannot give, nor contemplate, this is something that 
onh' arises in tlie Heart of Man and clashes with titanic fury against the 
world of Nature. The World of the senses is not what it should be. and a 
man can sense this. How fai' has our original Wisdom' fallen tliat it has 
become so incomprehensible to us in these disjointed and fractui’ed 
formulae, reflected in a hall of distorting mireors. Inside of my reversed, 
inner Operation Barbarossa, smashing the phantasmagorical Nazi Mirror 
Knights, my Opei-ation Unternehmen, these false exterior reflections I 
smash to pieces and venture into the unknown realm of my own heart, 
inside there is an Ehrean Geist, rising through the dark veils of Maya and 
the illusions of a demented fallen age, desiring to leave all that it has been 
found here and to never return again. 

The road winded its way up through fields of golden wheat, edged by 
green woods; small townships nestled in the valleys of the dark hills and 
the clear expanse of the sk>-dome shone down on the meandering, 
glistening sei’pent-like Danube River. I followed the path of flagstone 
steps, under a canopy of arched sylvan boughs. A green lawn stretched out 
and the .^‘chitectural dignity of Walhaila revealed itself in monumental 
splendour. This is the tnie ‘Parthenon' on the Germanic ‘Acropolis’ of 
Donaustauf, overlooking the River Danube. The Germanische Tektonik 
Walhaila is another seminal construction that preceded the suzerainty of 
'Ancient Greece' (Griechenlands). It was Germany that formed the first 
‘independent Greek State’, and Ludwig I of Bavaria, whom was the patron 
figurehead of Walhaila on the Danube, was the symbolic father of Greece, 
which arises in the early 19* Century A.D.. Archaeology, as a deceitful 
magic trick, begins in Germany in the 1780's. Before that time there was 
no such thing as ‘Archaeology’ or ‘.Archaeological Artefacts’, they are 
solely German ‘inventions’, cunningly devised aitful deceptions, which the 
Germans transposed to foreign lands, denigrating their own original 
culture, in a form of self-immolation and self-mutilation. A Geraian 
invention is an artful deception! Their own culture they suiTeptitiously 
shifted to inferior lands and set up entirely fake chronologies and histories 
that hid the tnith of their o^vn superior and original histoiy, which must of 
not been theirs to begin with, otherwise they would not have done what 
they have. So it can be clearly observed, with a man's senses, that the 


Walhaila monument in Germany pre-dates the Greek Parthenon in 
Greece, and that the Germans are responsible for designing and 
constructing Greece to make it appear as being much older than what it 
actually is, linea recta... ‘Ancient Greece’ is no older than the German 
founded modern Greek State, of which Ludwig I (‘King Louis’ in English 
and French) of Bavaiia is the founding father, or should I say, surrogate 
mother in loco parentis. 

Ludwig I is the Crown Prince Elector of Bavaria, the Count Palatine 
of the Rhine, the Arch-Stew'ard of the Reich, the Duke of Berg, the King of 
Bavaria and the chief figurehead of Romantic Hellenism! Ludwig's son, 
Otto, was the first King of Greece. An unknown secret of his-story is that 
all Ottoman’ stories from hterature and art relate to the German ‘Otto’s’ 
and that the ‘Ottoman Empire’ is an Empire belonging to one of the many’ 
Germanic King Otto's; the designation ‘Ottoman’ is code for ‘Ottonian’, 
which denotes “belonging to Otto’. There is no such thing as the ‘Middle 
Eastern Ottoman Empire’, that is simply a patronising name for a 
theatrical troupe of sponsored cretins; the Middle East never had an 
Empire, nor even a true historical past, the Middle Eastern his-story was 
invented in Europe and transfeined to the Arabs, wholesale. The architects 
in the service of Ludwig I, Leo von Klenze and Friedrich von Gartner, 
articulated, designed and built Greek Athens as a romantic folly. Leo von 
Klenze (who studied under the principal Friedrich Gilly in Berlin and was 
the court Architect of ‘Hieronymus Napoleon', the King of Westphalia), 
also designed and built the Walhaila Temple, the Befreiungshalle, the 
Bayerische Ruhmeshalle. the Munich Glyptothek, the Pi-opylaea and the 
Bavarian Ministry of War. It was Leo von Klenze who was the chief 
designer and buUder of the landscape follies atop the Acropolis in Athens. 
He used the off-cuts and the rejected and damaged masonry from the 
Walhaila Temple, the building materials that could not be used in 
Germany because they were damaged or unusable for the Walhaila 
construction specifications; these were then carted off to Athens to be used 
in the construction of ‘ruins' to make it appear as though Athens in 
Greece was older than Germany! Just because something is broken, does 
not mean it is old... But that is part of the theatrical comedy. It was an 
amusement to the German powers, or rather whoever holds the real power 
behind Germany, to do such a thing, seeing as they had ultimate power; 
why not mock that power for the sense of their own amusement? If it is 
all a joke, why should we all not laugh at their joke? But is it funny? Is this 
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strange sound that we make when we laugh, really worth the effort of all 
this theatrical 

folly? 

In praise of folly...? Is such constant prciise aiiiusiiig, 
or is it just tiresome antics conceived to alleviate the crushing boredom of 
a pi'ivUeged life? The fact is that the Paitheiiou in Athens is modelled on 
the Walhalla near Regensburg! The Greek language itself was even 
formulated in the linguistic departments of German Universities (as was 
the Arabic and Slavic languages for that matter). But there is an economic 
reason for this chicaneiv, for these fraudulent ’restored’ rains that the 
cuckold Germans have constructed in Greece, (and Rome and around the 
world), there is a capitalistic motivation, and that is the profitable 
business of selhng marble and stone that is damaged and broken and is 
not good enough for all of the real architectural and engineering works; 
the broken and damaged stones and marbles can be used for ‘rains’ and 
therefore they can be made to be profitable! And, as it so happens, 
Germany is a major buyer of Greek quarried stone and marble! Also, in 
the sculptural arts, if a marble sculpture was suddenly cracked or broken, 
as frequently happens when working with marble, and say, for example, a 
nose is broken off or an ami, or some part of the sculpture is damaged, 
then the sculptor could sell the damaged piece to the Archaeological 
museums and societies who would label it as ‘ancient’ and then place it in 
a museum or a designated tourist site and then charge the public a fee to 
view it, and this would end up as being more profitable than if the statue 
was made and executed perfectly.,. No doubt the German Jews were at the 
coal-face of this lucrative hade in damaged goods as they are experts in 
dealing in damaged or inferior goods — the turning of the stones that were 
rejected into the chief head-stones of Archaeology! Also, in stone and 
marble quarries, there is high-grade and low-grade stones and marbles; 
the low-grade marble and stone blocks that are not suitable for 
construction of habitable architecture, the inferior blocks, can be used for 
inhabitable ‘ruins’, in fact they are perfect for inhabitable rains because 
they are inferior and low- grade, their cracks and chips and decayed fonns 
are ideal for the contrived ‘romantic’ state of decaying ruins, they lend 
themselves to the kind of nostalgic, romantic scenes so loved by conjuring 
artists, and writers, and tour companies, and most of all the State Revenue 
Offices. 

There is an enormous waste in the quarrying of marble and stones. 


and it is extremely costly and labour intensive, and therefore, there is, 
correspondingly, due to economic factors, an enormous amount of fake 
ruins which make use of what would othei’wise be unsaleable and 
unusable stones and marble. The simple way to hide this fraudulent 
practice, and to hide its profitability, is to use this quarr\’ waste for 
building ruins and to call such ruius ‘ancient’. Tliis quarry waste, then, 
consists not of valueless broken bits of useless stone, but is recycled into 
highly pi-ized and very valuable broken bits of useful stone, simply because 
they can be labelled as being ‘very old'. And expert professional labour 
costs can be reduced; there is no need for professional stone masons and 
cutters then, one can just use unskilled labour and dump the broken bits 
of quarried stone and marble anywhere, and just say the magic word - 
‘ancient’. This has become a very profitable business for companies, States 
and enterprising individuals, especially in places where tourism is the 
main profitable trade. And indeed, a stone or marble quarry could not be 
profitable without this secret trade. As too with many modem nation 
States where many unskilled, inferior people make up the teeming 
populace and are solely reliant on tourism profits for their ongoing 
existence. 

On the occasion of the laying of the foundation stone of Walhalla, 
King Ludwig I declared: ‘May Walhalla promote the strengthening and 
the growth of German consciousness. May all Germans, to whatever 
tribe they may belong, always feel that they have a common Fatherland, 
a Fatherland of which they may be proud. And may each contribute as 
much as he can to its glory.' (.National Monuments and Nationalism in 
Century Germany, Hans A. Polilsander). Well, let us see the truth of 
how he lied, let us see what pride is here, let us be witness to the sins of 
the ‘Fatherland’, and the folly of the maternal ‘tribe’, only a feminised 
man would belong to a tribe, tribes are for women and their children, 
tribes are a creche. 

Now the trick here, my King Ludvrig I of Bavaria, is that your 
building of Walhalla could not be achieved only using stone and marble - 
manufactured cast-iron must be used also - so therefore you could not 
make a roof for your fake ruins in .Athens, the anti-Walhalla. One needs an 
iron roof-truss system, which the so-called ‘Ancient Greeks’ did not have. 
Where are the iron roof-trusses in ancient Greek rains? The iron roof- 
truss system for Walhalla is extremely sophisticated, as it needs to be to 
support the huge weight of the roof. The design of Walhalla consists of 
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several specific engineering features: load-bearing iron trusses rest on 
specially designed iron plates vdth iron roller-be8Lrmgs that allow for slight 
movements in the structural integrib' of the roof. The building also 
requires iron segmental arches with tension bars running parallel to the 
gable. Did the ‘Ancient Greeks’ have these engineering details in their 
fabled Ancient constructions? Tlie buUding also requires diagonal struts 
that secure the compression booms against lateral movement - there are 
both traverse and longitudinal trusses that interlock into a grid system - 
and additional struts must be added for bracing the corners of the ring 
beam to strengthen the load-bearing capacity. To achieve this the buUding 
requires the sophisticated, industrialised, iron-work engineering of the 
Germans in the 19* Century. Throughout the iron roof construction there 
are suspension rods and tension beams and ties which are supported on 
the masonry walls via small cast-iron rollers, which act as a finely-tuned 
suspension system so that the structure can move freely but stOl retain its 
structural integrity under changing environmental and atmospheric 
conditions, where the building expands and contracts due to temperature 
changes {BuiMing with Iron in Nineteenth Century Bavaria - Werner 
Lorenz and Annegret Rohde). It is not possible to constract a stone and 
marble budding such as the Walhalla, without these iron-made engineered 
components — industrial, iron-made, engineered components that were 
not available ‘2500 years ago in Ancient Greece’... 

A Doric marble Temple is not able to be constructed without the 
sophisticated German cast-iron engineering. Did the ‘Ancient Greeks’ 
have iron square-headed screws, bolts and split pin unions? A recent 
architectural survey of the iron roof of Walhalla revealed that after 150 
years there was no corrosion of the iron parts. There was no notable 
imperfection or stress related damage or iron fatigue. Tliis amazing 
architectural wonder was in perfect order after 150 years without any 
service or restoration requirements... Meanwhile, in Athens, the ‘cultural 
monuments’ are in a constant state of repair and restoration... That is 
because of constant dilapidation due to the inferior construction 
techniques and the low-grade materials that are used for those fake 
monuments. 

Tlie conception of the iron roof design used in the constraction of 
Walhalla. undoubtedly originated in Berlin's Architectural studios, and 
relate to the master-work of the Prussian architect Karl Friedrich Schinkel, 


who appears to be the pre-eminent Architectural Genius of the world. 
Astonishingly, the iron work is even too sophisticated for Bavaria, at the 
time it was built! The technology that has been used here, can only be 
traced back to the Bauakademie in Berlin, Without the ‘Iron Kingdom' of 
Prussia there could be no ‘Hellenic’ marble architecture, not in Bavaria, 
and not anywhere. And tliat really is an astonishing fact! And it throws the 
incredible ‘Germanic Enlightenment’ into a whole new light, illuminated 
by the fire-glow of the Prussian Iron-Foundry. Romanticism was bora in 
the iron blast-furnace. Geman Romanticism was wrought in Iron in a 
Prussian factory. 

The large, dignified, marble-clad monument, standing before me, I 
can only describe now as a genuinely classical Berlin Style monument. 
Instead of ‘Doric Columns’, I would have to say ‘Schinkel Columns’... Built 
in the style of ‘Classical German’. And in regards to the fake ruins of the 
Parthenon in Athens, I would have to re-name them as ‘German 
Follies’... All built in the ‘Age of Folly’, conceived in the Ironic Style of 
Klassisch-Romantische-Phantasmagorie. The columns are made from 
dolomite marble, the same marble that was used for the latter Greek 
‘ruins’. The same quarry provided the stone, the good stone was used for 
the German Walhalla monument, the bad stone, or the stone that was 
rejected because it was inferior, or broken, or too damaged, or found to be 
unsuitable for good construction, was used to construct ‘ruins’ in Greece. 

I could hear a horrible noise, coming fiom across the lawn. Drum¬ 
beats and an amplified wailing sound, as if a beast was being tortured to 
death. I walked over to where the noise was coming from, and found two 
black-haired, ugly Middle Eastern Arab males with a German stereo, 
lounging on a German-made bench, in front of the German Hall of 
Heroes! Walhalla! Blasting out their Arab techno-noise, and laughing to 
themselves. I looked around, but nobody else seemed conceraed with the 
noisy racket. The two young Arab males basked in the sun, on a weekday, 
when most Germans were at work, and here they were just sunning 
themselves whilst listening to their wailing racket of un-Godly noise! I felt 
like enacting some old Vehmic Court right of Blutgerichtsbarkeit, a form 
of honourable corporeal punishment for such a blatant crime, but then I 
thought to myself; why should I bother, nobody else cares, the Gennans 
themselves are paying for this; these costly, ugly Arabic mutants are their 
pets - state sponsored pets - like some pampered Royal Family. If I did 
anything about it, the Germans themselves would come and arrest me for 


Location 312’ 



THIRD REICH PILGRIM: GHOSTLAND 


daring to even touch their scared refugee idols which they worship...The 
Germans love them, and I dare not stand in the way of Love. The young 
Arab mutants were laughing because they could afford to laugh, they were 
now Gennan Royalty, state dignitaries — the new Refugee Heroes of 
Germany! The stark irony was almost intolerable, it felt as if it was not just 
them laughing at me, but as If all of Germany was laughing at me, the 
Walhalla laughed, Ludwig I laughed and his anti-King, King Louis 
laughed, a choras of almighty laughter rang out, in-tune with the Arab 
diTim-beats, laughing at my distress, laughing because I believed that this 
was a 'Holy Site’, something sacred to the Gennan people, to the 
Fatherland... But, in the end, it was just an irony, a folly... Holy Shit! It's 
all a sick joke! I clutched my head in pain, but there was no escaping the 
noise, it was so loud that it could be heard over the entire grounds of 
Walhalla. There was nothing to do, but take out my digital camera and 
take a few holiday snaps of the tourist attraction called ‘Walhalla’, 
complete with its Arabic denizens. 


The Walhalla Monument. 



The Arab noise had stopped and the mutant Royal dignitaries were 
packing up and leaving. I walked up the steps and along the portico, to the 
entrance, and paid my entry fee at the ticket booth. The large interior hall 
was lined with pinkish marble that looked like the fossilised remains of an 
old giant's blood plasma. Tlie ceihng was beautifully painted in gold, blue 
and black; the filigree work of the friezes lining the upper walls was 


exquisitely executed. On the walls were the carved portrait busts of the 
German ‘Heroes’, all carved in fine white Carrara marble; the flesh of 
mountains, the white flesh that is soft when it is first cut from the quarries, 
and then is cai'ved whilst it is still soft, and over time it hardens. Seated in 
prime position, on a throne of hardened marble at the end of the hall, in 
front of die oplsthodomos, was the Ironic Kaiser figm'ehead of Ludwig I of 
Bavaria, dressed in the German fancy dress costume of a toga, with 
sandals, and with a wreath upon his head. The Historical 'Greco-Roman' 
Pageant Garb for German Mardi Gras, Shrove Tuesday Karneval. King 
Ludwig was dressed in drag! And then it dawned on me, to my horror, that 
this place was entirely camp. I realised that Oktoberfest was invented in 
Bavaria to celebrate King Ludwig Ts marriage - King Ludwig I was the 
Saint of the Volksfeste. At these national German festivals, the king’s 
subjects got dressed up in fancy costumes and invented stories about 
fictitious his-stories, that had never happened, as a form of amusement, 
amusements for camp theatrical pageants. Was ‘war’ a Volksfeste? Who is 
King Ludwig I, but a mere actor in a travelling carnival of fools? And then, 
is King Ludwig I not similar in fashion to Adolf Hitler, the Ultimate 
Volksfeste Hero? Tlie mummery and fakery of it all was the only thing 
that was crystal clear. In these carnivals of the industrialisation period in 
Germany, the past fictions were rendered as real and the real present was 
rendered as a fiction! Which is an utter absurdity, but no more absurd 
than what the present situation is today. All of the past is imagined, it is 
not real, the human being itself is a mere fiction, an actor, a unifoimed, 
histrione flesh-puppet reading from a script written by the anthropoeia 
Deits ex Machina. In the beginning was the word, and the word was 
written by a Machine... The Machine has always been here, writing the 
script, calling the tune, the Machine is not ‘progressing’ or ‘evolving’, the 
Machine is revealing itself slowly over time. The World is a Volksfeste! 

The Walhalla monument was not considered to be an example of 
German Nationhood, it was not Volkisch; it ivould be more accurate to 
describe the Walhalla as being bourgeois, in a cultural sense, if not 
outrageously pompous when measured by the more austere Third Reich 
standards. By Third Reich standards, the ornate architectural style of the 
monument is not emblematic nor was it of the Zeitgeist of German 
National Socialism which was thoroughly rooted in Volkisch idealistic 
sentimentalism. However, in 1937, Adolf Hitler did come to Donaustauf to 
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visit the Walhalla, for the unveiling of the portrait bust of Anton Bruckner. 
The scene is tragicomic, and was intended as such, so what is ^vrong with 
di'essing up as Siegfried and with sword, smashing up the marble heads of 
Walhalla? One can see old Bismarck, Luther, Goethe, Schiller, Kant, 
Frederick the Great, and then Einstein, that Jewish clerk and fraudster... 
Einstein's bust is even in a cartoonish style, just in case you don't get the 
joke. But there are many fraudsters here, there's Copernicus, he was a 
fi'audster, he tried to convince folks that the earth was a spinning ball, 
what a joke that was! WTiat about old Moltke, that old Prussian Kriegsspiel 
actor, who supposedly fought a Volksfeste ‘war’ with the German 
peninsula called ‘Denmark’; how can Germany fight a war against its own 
peninsula? It could only happen in cartoons, books, artwork, magazines 
and newspapers; anybody who knows anything about real war would know 
that the German peninsula of Denmark would never be capable of fighting 
a real war against Germany. I think I would smash Moltke's head first... 
What a pompous old buffoon he was... Let's see who else is here in the 
German Hall of Heroes. Winckelmann! Johann Joachim Winckelmann, 
the father of archaeological fraud! Friedrich Barbarossa, we know all about 
him, he is a figurehead for the metal copper. Erasmus: In Praise of Folly... 
Erasmus should definitely be here... Jakob Rigger, the German who 
invented Jewish Banking, and credit, and accounting, the German who 
gave birth to Jewry! And then we have the fraudulent Edith Stein, a 
Polish-German-Jewish-Roman-Cathohc woman, who appears in the 
Auschwitz cartoon show. And then, look here, it's Franz Schubert! If 
Schubert is in Walhalla. then I do not want to go to Walhalla, but he fits in 
perfectly here in Walhallaspiel, amongst all this, a troupe of Karireval 
Actors! And then to crown it all, there is the recent addition of Sophie 
Scholl, again, not a real person but an actress. Her portrait bust is a httle 
larger than the others to show that she is of much greater significance in 
the great Hall of the Legendary Germans. Sophie, the Jewish actress from 
the White Rose ‘non-violent resistance gi'oiip’. Her bust was placed here by 
the Bavarian Government in 2003, even though her cartoon character was 
only invented in 1970! The irony is incredible in the Age of Irony. In 2003, 
Germans voted Sophie to be fourth place in the top ten Germans of all 
time. More significant than Bismarck or Goethe! That's the Germans for 
you, they had their democratic vote and that is what they voted for - a 
bust of Sophie Scholl - it is what they wanted, and that is what is 
representative of the Germans as a people. The Sophie character has 


appeared in many dozens of plays and movies, and thousands of literature 
articles. The Germans have always loved fairy tales... So there you have it, 
conclusive proof — the cartoon character Sophie Scholl in the German 
Walhalla on tire Dcuiube - an Inrmoital German, one of tire greatest 
German Warriors in tire his-story of Germany! In this world, the proof is, 
undoubtedly, that the Lie is greater than the Truth. The greatness of 
Germany immortalised in the marble bust of Sophie! 

'Aloft, where Walhalla stands, 

You shall see Germany. 

The mighty word of King Ludwig 
Sanctified the place for German greatness’ 

- From the song for the opening of 
Walhalla memorial, 1842, 

Joseph Hartmann Stuntz. 

With a distinct smirk on my face, I approached the cartoon 
caricature of Sophie; there was upon her sacred altar, of the most 
expensive State-sponsored marble, the ironic engraved words: 

IM GEDENKEN AN ALLE, DIE GEGEN UNRECHT, GEWALT 
UND TERROR DES ‘DRIITEN REICHS’ MllTIG WIDERSTAND 
LEISTETEN. 

{In Memory of all those who courageously resisted the injustice, 
violence and terror of the Third Reich). 

One could not sum up the Irony any better. There is no monument 
to the true knightly warriors, those grey warriors who awake from a cold 
dream, alone, unknown, shedding their blood-sacrifice in the lower realms 
of Matter; the Individual rises to the Reich - losing himself, he finds the 
Reich! But there is no stone engraving for him, no great hall of honour on 
earth - the Hall of Heroes is other-worldly. Richard Wagner shouldn't be 
here in this hall, his memory is dishonoured by being in the same hall as 
Einstein and Sophie. Or perhaps he should, after all he was a master of 
the Operatic Arts! Undoubtedly this is a enchanting architectural wonder, 
but, in the end, just fake and ridiculous, the Holy Shit Walhalla-Scandal 
on the Danube. 
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The Ironic Columns of the portico were perfectly aligned in formal 
Germanic precision... And the giant stone steps cascaded down into the 
valley, all perfectly aligned, not a single fault, or crack, or undulation 
did they have, nothing had subsided, nor had any structural integrity 
been adversely affected by the uatural geological forces of the sloping 
hillside. To achieve such a Cyclopean engmeering feat as this staggers 
reason - the Walhalla monument is an incredible architectural 
achievement. To have such a weighty budding as this, situated on the edge 
of a hill, and to have its mass e.vtend out into space, and rest on great 
platfoiTOS of solid stone that are raised above the sloping hillside, secured 
by enormous retaining walls acting as secure footings, is an astonishing 
construction engineering feat. Walhalla actually appears to float above the 
hill! 

I prowled the great stone iceberg of Walhalla, like a hungry wolf 
devouring the laudable and distinguished luminaries of German tongue. I 
am the Fenrir Wolf! 

I came to a group of mutant. Middle Eastern Schmockbot pets, 
sitting on the steps of the Temple. They were on a state-sponsored 
‘education tour’; at their head was a German woman who had seated the 
flock in prime position, she then proceeded to lecture the little flock about 
German his-stor>'. She looked with pride and love at her newly adopted 
pets of the cuckold German State, as if she was the Mother Goose. All of 
German history had been reduced to this pantomime. The Age of Irony 
was reaching its crescendo, the closing Act of the Demiurgic Dramatis 
Personae. 

‘Return then, Erda! 

Mother of dread! 

World-sorrow! 

Return! Return 
to endless sleep!’ 

- Act 3, Scene 2, Siegfried - 
The Ring of the Xibelung, Richard Wagner. 

On the lower terraces, I found a great iron door, and I wondered 
what was behind it, inside the catacombs of Walhalla. The building is like 
an iceberg, in that its huge mass is hidden within the colossal foundation 
terraces beneath the upper temple. It is the foundations that allow the 


Temple to project horizontally outwards fiom the declivity of the hOl, thus 
it appears in lofty splendour when viewed from below (see Donaustauf 
und Walhalla, Adalbert Muller). The Cyclopean terraces are made of white 
Dolomite marble arranged in polygonal blocks. But what is inside the 
substmction of Walhalla? Behind the door. Apparently another great Hall, 
but it is not open to die general public. I marvelled at the cunningly 
devised architecture, its unsurpassed arrangements of form and 
proportion; truly it is one of the greatest architectural wonders of the 
world. All of this incredible ingenuity, and cost - such immense cost - just 
to house a bust of Sophie Scholl - a fictional character from a fictional tale 
that was anti-German but accepted as the highest example of what it 
means to be German! A magnificent Temple of wliite marble widi a 
Barbarossa-Copper roof and a portrait of Sophie, just so that Middle 
Eastern Denizens can have a nice afternoon outing in pleasant 
surroundings and learn about ‘German culture and Architecture... How 
nice for them, how nice of the cute, little, care-bear Germans to provide it 
for them, they certainly did not provide it for me, I had to pay my own way' 
to get here. 

In the marble friezes, which were executed with the finest aifistic 
skill of the day, the scenes of past German battles are displayed - Germans 
killing Germans - all these hundreds of years of Germans killing Germans 
- just so that, in the end a mockery is revealed and a German Mother 
Goose can provide an entertaining story' for ugly, Middle Eastern cretins 
on their afternoon excursions, on their state-sponsored holidays to the 
German cultural monuments! So that they can sit comfortably on the 
marble steps, in the sun, and be blessed by all of the hard work and 
sacrifice of millions of care-bear Gemans! Ja Gut! And the Geimans 
themselves have worked and slaved and died for this! I am sure that one 
day the Germans will lovingly commemorate Angela Merkel with her own 
marble portrait and install it in their hallowed Geimanic Hall of Fame, in 
the great Walhalla Temple. There appears to be no end to this farcical 
German tragi-comedy. The complete German historical record in marble, 
exquisitely depicted, from Armtnius ‘conqueror of the Romans’, to 
German Chancellor Merkel, ‘Frau Bundeskanzlerin’... I get it, it was all a 
joke, yes, very funny. Hitler now plays the Anti-Hero in this German 
narrative, where once he played the hero. It is that easy to change the 
narrative and the characters. But it is stUl treason though, and if all those 
that were under Hitler were guilty of treason then Hitler also is guilty' of 
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treason, even within the narrative of the changing story line. 



I came to the bottom stone and knocked upon it three times, and 
raisedmy voice to the silent marble stones: 

"I, Kaiser Karl, the Anti-King of the great Geiman Nation, by order 
of the power vested in me, by the might of yinir and the light of Surtr, 
hereby dedicate this marble sanctuary — the greatest and most perfect 
Temple in all the world - to Sophie Scholl.” 

Ha, Ha, Ha, I laughed out loud... Ba, Ha, Ha. 

I walked back down through the oaken woods and along the banks 
of the brown Danube, the great, diseased, arterial vein of Europe. I waited 
at the bus shelter, fingering through an antiquated Lonely Planet tour 
book. The description for Walhalla read; ‘Modelled on the Parthenon in 
Athens, the Wclhalla is a breathtaking Liidivig I monument dedicated to 
the giants of Germanic thought and deed.’ These lies do not resonate 
with me, the lies of the world that are propagated endlessly. To reflect and 
to be cognisant with a truth, in a world of lies, must mean that one has 
transcended the World, the World as Illusion, for only a lie can propagate 
a lie. In contrast to the sensible world, finth is timeless and transcendent. 
Truth has an unnatural beauty that can only be despised by the natural 
world. Tlie more beautiful a tnith is, the rarer it is and thus the more 
conditioning it would need for the ugly material world. Truth and beauty 
are rare, and shocking to find, as when one sees a beautiful woman, one is 


shocked as though electrocuted with a magic fire, because a beautiful 
woman is so rare — humans, in general, are ugly — ugliness is very 
common and it appears everywhere in plenitude due to the inherent 
natural abundance of ugliness. To discover a tmth is also shocking, it has 
an unnatural beauty, a magic fire of unnatural irrealitv’ that leaps out with 
shocking flames from a dark mass of lies. So much so that it can shock 
the endocrine system of man; the so- called ‘Nervous Breakdown' or 
'Shell-Shock' is an acute disruption in the hormonal glands of the body. 
And this is the major cause of death in Kriegsspiel (Carl von Clausewitz, 
On War: 'war is merely a continuation of Politics by other means.'). War 
is a military-political simulation, a ‘Glass Bead Game’ (see Hermann 
Hesse). The aim is to make the games appear as real as possible, the 
events are simulated in order for them to stimulate a response, the 
response supplies the validation and then the historical data and statistics 
can be produced. All military leaders and the majoritv’ of ordinaiy soldiers 
are aware that war is never actual and never real, but only made to appear 
real, it being only ever theatrical and simulated. Tlierefore any human who 
has ever been involved in ‘war’ is merely an actor, and a traitor, and a liar 
a sold-liar! 
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Chapter Mil 

The Treason Wit hi n 

'With this sign I rout your enchantment. 
yls the Spear closes the wound 
Which you dealt him with it, 

May it crush your lying splendour 
Into mourning and ruin!' 

- Parsifal, 3, Scarxe 2, 

Richard Wagner 

Dusk settled its tired eyes upon the green valley, the earth drifted 
off into sleep, another night of sleep. The first stars appeared above. 
Dreaming sparks of electrical light in the somnolent ink>' blackness of the 
unconscious, earth-bound circuitry. Tlie dreaming star-lights \vith their 
lurid image-constellations, with a peculiar senOiri’ they flicker, unknovring 
eyes, vacant and unintelligible. Even when dreaming, the earth is 
mechanical and dumb. It sleeps, it dreams, and it wakes, like man. How 
can such a polarity even be? Existence split into two halves of waking and 
sleeping, WTestling each other - what a weakling man is when he spends 
half his time lying on his back in bed, asleep and unconscious - sleeping 
like a baby, completely and utterly helpless. From the greatest king to the 
lowest street dnmk, sleep is the master of all. The mind of man is 
designed to go to sleep, it is designed to accept folly during the day, to 


heed to falsity more so than any reality, because at the end of the day, man 
will yawn and, like the earth, he will go to sleep and dream of more 
distorted and false images. History is a collective psyche made of dreams 
and nightmares, and the only realisation a conscious iiicui can have is to 
wake from these dreams and nightmares into a peimanent state of Eternal 
Reality beyond this eai'th and beyond these strange stars. 

Tire old stone bridge marked the location of the old River Crossing 
at the confluence of the Danube, Naab and Regen rivers. The water flowed 
beneath the stone arches as a moving, lively' form of velvety blackness, a 
black mirror reflecting my solitary thoughts, and shimmering electrons 
danced upon its surface like fireflies. I felt I could almost faO into it, my 
morbid desolation sinking into the river below and just drifting away 
quietly, away from all of the busy hive that I could no longer belong to. I 
knew it and they knew it, there was no turning back for me, I had come to 
the Psychopomp Crossing, 1 was the Black Raven. Memory' and Thought 
on the page. I had self-guided myself to this sti^e, onto a bridge, where the 
ambulant human hags in their hideous shapes appeared, dragging 
themselves out for another stroE at night, in their pairs and groups, 
completely oblivious to me, but at the same time it seemed as if they all 
knew something that I did not, some telepathic connection between them 
all existed that did not extend to me, they were imbued with a 
conspiratorial antenna of indifference. The females of this increasingly 
foreign looking species, paraded by, as if designated to be at a certain time 
and certain place, wound by some invisible key these automata walked by. 
some clothed, some with barely any clothing covering their soulless 
corpses, either way they appeared to be a false advertisement, a walking 
bUlboard for goods without a warranty or insurances; inert female 
receptacles for that last diminishing sparks of the male Geist, that still 
seemed pulled by that distant memory of Beauty that coiEd be glimpsed, 
unfortunately, in a small fractional number of these passing phantoms. 
Empty', gender-fluid husks mimicking, nay, mocking a lost Beauty; 
empty, malleable puppets propped up to steal the remainder of one's 
own faithful Geist... Flesh as a mockery of the Spirit... Flesh is the Elusion 
of a sequential hermaphrodite which prostitutes itself, aU women are by 
nahire — prostitutes, thereby representing an economic bargain wluch one 
enters into. And any man who disagrees with this is either ignorant of the 
nahire of the female of this human species or they are themselves one 


LM:ation3324 



THIRD REICH PILGRIM: GHOSTLAND 


of these flesh encased sequential hermaphrodites. Other than 

unlicensed procreation of human folly and false advertising for business 
transactions, these women sei've no function whatsoever. Women have 
leaiTit how to tailor and cater their illusions progressively, illusions needed 
for a cover for their inferior product of femininiW, which is nothing more 
than a cheap trick reminiscent of a bill-of-goods sold by Demiurgos 
Politik, as It parades its Uvestock around the human sale yards, a 
merchant selling flabby rump buttocks! The pimp of these women has 
progressed also, once it was the Madame of the Salon, the Queen Bee of 
the Whore House, who pocketed the liquor tab, but from the 19* Centur>’ 
onwards, it became surreptitiously ‘nationalised', so that the State 
Government became the Pimp, and that was the 'Social Contract’! The 
State Government pimps out its women and then consequentially, by force 
of arms and stand-over tactics, extorts money out of the unwan,’, ignorant 
men who unfortunately fall into their traps of marriage and children 
(usually under the influence of drink); in exchange for the pimp role 
played by national governments, the government gets the lion's share of 
the alcohol tab (replacing the Madame of the House). The Nation became 
the Madame of a Wliore House, it states it unequivocally in its own 
designated name - 'Nation' - meaning Natal — relating to birth. The 
Nation is a Swindle as Bismarck succinctly stated, and he should know; an 
idiotic swindle in a dubious Whore House, the National Government is 
nothing but a Madame in an unlicensed, deceitful, corrupt Whore House! 
What is 'Natural' when Nature herself is nothing more than a disfigured 
mime? And the only victory to be had appeared to be in not procreating 
with it. And that becomes easier when one realises that Nature uses 
Beauty with an extreme economy — perhaps less than 1% of these females 
were atfractive or could be considered beautiful by any standard, the rest 
were just a disgusting, misshapen travestj’ of flesh! Perhaps it would be 
more accurate to say that the Nation State is the shoddy proprietor of an 
alley peep show! Because it parades its women around as if they want to 
fuck you, but we all know very well that they are not going to fuck you, 
especially a man who knows what the game is — schmockbots fuck 
schmockbots, so there is no need for me to worry about that, no need to 
worry about this torturous physical desire being satiated, not a chance, I 
could visit eveiy bar in town tonight and the only guarantee will be a 
poisonous hangover and an empty wallet. The only commodity on offer to 
which I felt a burning desire, and it was an unobtainable phantom clothed 


in decaying flesh... 

My consciousness was creating an unexplained void of dissolution... 
If I took the next step, and the step loomed ever greater before me, if I 
leapt up to it, gripped onto its edge, could I pull myself up? It woidd mean 
that I would have to leave all of my previous conceptions behind me, like a 
load of accretions accumulated In time, a sapient awareness shedding its 
scales of a previous life in that wasteland of decaying time, with its 
illusions... I must leap, grab hold of that edge and pull myself up... Women 
give bifrh to life of the flesh, but men give birth to Eternal Death. 

An interesting fact about Regensburg is that it was, during the World 
War Games II, home to a Messerschmitt factory (that produced the famed 
Messerschmitt Bf log, also known as the Me log), and a synthetic fuel 
factory. Again, all fuels are, in fact, synthetic: petroleum’ is man-made, it 
is not a geological ‘fossil fuel’ that comes out of the ground - that is a 
corporate lie designed to hide the truth - petroleum is man-made, a 
chemical concoction produced in man-made factories, distilled mainly 
from vegetable matter, just like alcohol is made, which is why the blanket 
teiTO of ‘ethanol’ is quite accurate as a description of petroleum. What 
humans put into their cars is similar to what they drink out of their glasses 
in bars and clubs - it is ‘petrol’ - a synthetic bio-fuel. When one knows 
that the automotive petrols and oils are synthetically produced, it changes 
the entire complexion of how society has been arranged; for example, the 
Middle East has no ‘crude oil’ supplies. There is no need for Europe to buy 
‘crude oil' supplies from the Middle East, because ‘crude oil’ is not the 
base product for petroleum, in fact the main ingredients for petroleum are 
shipped and transported from Europe to the Middle East, and the 
European designed and built factories, called ‘distilleries’, manufacture 
the petroleum; all the profits of this manufacture that is hidden behind a 
clever deception that has been organised by the Europeans themselves, 
especially the Germans, Austrians, Swdss, French, Russians and British, 
are given generously to the Middle Eastern States and the ‘Arab Royal 
Families’, so that they can grow their populations. So for the growth of the 
inferior Arab population (which could not develop on its own without the 
European gift of ‘oil revenues’), the fertiliser has indeed been the 
European, the European has provided the technology, the resources, the 
infrastructure and the capital, and most of all the love and care to develop 
and grow a huge and dependent human population in foreign lands that 
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are called ‘Arab’... And this has been done all over the world, not just with 
Middle Eastern Arabs but with Asians and South Americans, and 
Australian Aborigines, and Africans, and North American Indians, and so 
on; all of them have been gifted their cultures, languages and histories. 
Ever>’ so-called ‘native’ population is merely a breeding programme 
imdenaken as a biological venture by European Companies. The 
European Companies desire, it would seem, to cross-breed themselves 
with their own mutant creations, thereby reducing themselves to a lower, 
more animalistic, biological level. OU Revenues’ was a way of 
surreptitiously financing their clandestine ventures in biological 'de¬ 
evolution’, if one can call it that. Tlie Europeans have manufactm’ed 
petroleum, very cheaply, from their waste agricultural crops, then 
combined it with German chemical technologies that had been developed 
over hundreds of years. The Europeans built the distilleries in the Middle 
East and then produced petroleum there with ingredients sourced from 
Europe, using mostly European labour, for the cost of about i cent a litre - 
they then, using their own logistical companies, transported the petrol 
back to Europe and around the w'orld, at great cost to themselves - a 
product that, mind you, can be produced anywhere where there is a 
distillery built! Europe has her own distUleries, and could build more if 
she wanted to, but she chooses to build more distilleries in the Middle East 
and then to buy petroleum from the Middle Eastern distilleries at greatly 
inflated prices - these prices, that are inflated artificially, accrue a great 
profit; the European Companies then gift this profit, surreptitiously, to the 
Middle East, where it is then used to purchase more European 
technologies, and products, and real estate, and so on and so forth... 

The Europeans themselves have bred the Middle Eastern 
populations. And now they cany' them here in order to care for them and 
love them, and breed with them, and look after them like adopted pets. 
The pets are non-productive and a liability, so there can be only one 
motivation and that is cross-breeding, but it is not forced, so one can only 
assume that the European population has a long-lasting carnal love affair 
with the domesticated mischhnge of humans like the Anthropozoon 
Arabs, Asians and Africans. This peculiar symbiotic process has been 
conducted for many hundreds of years, to the point where the Europeans, 
in ethnomasochistic Tlieozoological form, have transferred much of their 
own culture, history and innovations to their dependent pets. 

It is very strange and practically incomprehensible to me why they 


would do this, but they have; to the point where they call their ovm 
numerical digits ‘Arabic’ and cite tliat their own technology was developed 
by their Arabic pets. The numbering system of the Europeans has even 
been labelled as being ‘Arabic', when it is clearly of European origin — this 
is a startling fact! But it is not possible for one individual to interfere in 
this grand and era-spanning plan, which invohes bUlions upon billions of 
humans, working feverishly for many centuries - this is what they want, 
one only has to look at the world and see that it is the way it is because 
humans want it that way... Tlie real problem is a heterology, that I am 
misplaced in the world! The world itself has no problem with its goals and 
aims, it is I that is heteronomous with those aims. It seems that the w'orld 
will ‘achieve’ what it wants for how can it not ‘succeed’ in being less than 
what it already is? Without any hindrance it will become a lower life-form, 
a cross-bred mutation, ugly and brown, and stupid, vacantly staring at a 
digital screen - it is the Machine... It is what European man has been 
working and fighting and striving for - he shall become the Sodoms- 
Afflingen... I don't want to partake in this plan, so that is the problem, it is 
my problem... Tlie problem that I have gives rise to a hostUily that is 
leading to a culmination. What I must face and what I must grapple with 
is unprophecised, unplanned; the blackest of all Dark Ages I navigate 
without herald or guide and it is infinitely worse than any previously 
existing conditions. In this Parallelism, where there are two different 
forces expressing themselves in different phases but they are joined 
together, alloyed together, artificially like alloyed metallicas; the original 
was reconstnicted, as if it was rained and then rebuilt, but with eiTors, and 
then repeating on itself a feed-back loop of erroneous signals, repeating 
over with slightly different words arranged as messages in a novel way, as 
with rains - as a folly, the second reverses the meaning of the first. If it be 
this bridge that brings forth my speculation on Germany then so be it. I 
will speculate with these words against the interactive computation, I will 
play this game against an environment where I am sure to ‘lose’ and the 
Behemoth is sure to ‘win’. I would rather lose in this world and win 
somewhere else, where the truth is honoured. I would throw this bottle of 
booze into the river instead of my own body and fight alone, if needs must 
be, without 17 million views on Youtube... No Germany, no love, no nation, 
no kin, no race, nothing to die for, no belief... I should be pleased with 
the ridicule that I receive for my preaching; no doctrine as a necessary 
precondition, nothing to preserve for the fundamental spirit that owes the 
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‘sleeping partner’, the ‘dead capital’ in the moimtains, no order, no 
idealism is left by which I can configure a realistic interpretation of these 
fictitious events... There is no policy to be enacted, no framework within 
wliicli the junctures of culture can be stabilised... The story will end as it 
must. With words I wite on a bridge between two worlds, soon the words 
will turn on me, witli their iron teeth tliey will type my end, and my 
Kriegsspiel will end too - a waste of time in Germany. My dear, treason 
got the better of you, those who fought for you know better now, still, they 
fought to the end, even returned to you. I WTote a Pilgrimage... a 
POgrimage to the Holy Lands of Germany. Holy Shit!!! Why should I be 
upset over the heart of Germany, why, the Fatherland cares not for me, 
cares not for me or my words that she has given to me... The Word, the 
Word, Oh Fatherland, set me free from this cage, this steel cage that you 
designed. Lies, Lies, Lies, and Illusions, these do appear on both sides, just 
like in the ‘Wars of Liberation’, where the German troops fought on both 
sides of the copper printing plate for the canons of literature, or in World 
War Games, where the Germans provided the so-called ‘enemy’ with guns 
and ammunition, and the words to hide behind. Words and Worlds of 
Words for The Lord who is The Word... 

It suddenly struck me as to how absurd it was that the ‘dam busters’ 
were able to make a bomb bounce on water! And if this was fake, how 
much else was fake? This is supposedly recorded history, military fact - 
the Royal Air Force, during Operation Chastise, attacked German dams 
with boimcing bombs! Now, there is no doubt that the Mbhne dam was 
destroyed, but it was blown up with explosives, and the official story does 
not make sense. There was much damage done, no doubt, with the 
destruction of two hydroelectric power stations, and several other factories 
and stations were damaged by explosives. Due to the flooding it was 
reported that 1,600 civilians drowned, although none of the statistics can 
be trusted... The problem here is that it is not possible for the British 
planes to have done the damage. The damage must have been done on the 
ground. The only way to destroy that dam was to rig it all with explosives 
in-situ. Now seeing as the British could not have been on the ground, and 
they could not have destroyed the dam with bombs that bounced on water, 
the only reasonable solution to the mystery is that the Germans destroyed 
their own dam! And if it was the Germans, because there is nobody else to 
point the finger at, then how much more war-destruction was caused by 
the Germans sabotaging themselves? I know that the British blamed the 


Germans for bombing British cities, but that it was not possible for 
Germany to have done the bombing and it was in fact the British who had 
‘bombed’ themselves during the phoney ‘Battle of Britain’, but the 
Geniiau High Command played along with this like chorus actors on a 
stage, they did not tell the truth that it was the British bombing 
themselves, and most likely the bombs were in-situ and ground-based 
rather than being dropped from planes, and demolition machinery. It is 
not possible to drop a bomb from a plane in the way that it has been 
presented through media forms and militaiy reports, and it would be 
extremely difficult to coordinate a mass-aerial bombing of entire cities and 
coimties, it is much easier to use ground-based in-situ explosives and/or 
demolition machinery. This begs the question; How much ‘aerial bombing’ 
w'as in fact ground-based sabotaging and demolition? I do not have to go 
into all the details of the preposterous ‘bouncing bombs' including the 
absurd idea that a Lancaster bomber can fly so low in enemy territory, and 
how one detonates precisely the Upkeep bouncing bomb (which is a 
depth-charger bomb then dropped from a plane). The Mbhne dam was 
damaged at the top of its construction and not the bottom - how the 
Operation is described in its militaiy details is not adequate and does not 
correlate with the state of the damaged dam. There have been movies 
made about this (fabulous!) event but why not any actual footage, seeing 
as all British aircraft carried cameras there should be actual footage of the 
event which would be far more interesting and effective for propaganda 
purposes, but, of course, there is no actual footage of the British bombers 
using their ‘bouncing bombs’ that hit the dam and then simk doivn under 
the water and exploded like naval depth-chargers. \\Tiat a story! Sure, one 
can bounce an object on water but not a bomb! After the incredibly 
‘successful’ mission, the Upkeep bouncing bombs were never used again, 
why not? If they were so effective, why not use them all the time? Also, the 
bombs that were supposedly used were later dumped in the North Sea. 
The detonation devices of the ‘bouncing bombs’ have never been 
discovered. Nobody knows how they coidd be detonated, and the 
remaining Upkeep bombs were dumped, and nobody can find them again 
- What a story! However, it gets more interesting, because the first 
‘bouncing bomb’ to be found was in Geiinany! And it was allegedly built at 
the Luftwaffe’s Erprobungsstelle at Travemiinde. The cover-story invented 
for this sub-plot is that the Germans recovered the bomb from a crashed 
Lancaster bomber, which had crash-landed in Germany, but the bomb 
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load was not detonated, which seemed to happen a lot -1 mean, bombers 
crash-landing but their bomb loads not detonating, which is strange to say 
the least, but again the mysterious detonation devices in the bombs have 
never been revealed because all of the bombs, tlie ones either in tlie British 
hands, or the ones in Gennan hands, have all gone to the bottom of the 
sea. The ‘bouncing bombs’ that are used for display purposes today are 
without their detonation devices and are ‘inert prototypes’. It is a very 
elaborate story but, when analysed, one finds that the story is logistically 
impossible. Tlie analysis is complex, but with intuition as a guide, it leads 
one to an awareness of a massive collusion on both sides, as this could be 
the only explanation for the success of the explosions that destroyed the 
dam walls. The main problem with the Mohne dam military thesis is the 
inconsistencies between the resulting damage and the alleged method of 
destruction. The detonation fuses on the ‘bouncing depth-charge bombs’ 
are insufficiently explained, and non-existent, as there are no operational 
or active bombs in existence — only inactive defused bombs. And the 
damage that was done to the top of the dam wall (and not below the water 
line) is evidence that a bouncing depth-charge bomb could not have been 
used. The destmction of the dam wall is much more consistent with a 
controlled demolition on the ground. A projectile can be dropped fi'om a 
moving plane and the projectile can bounce off water with velocity but it 
w'ould be extremely difficult for a plane to do this in hostile enemy 
territory, but the main problem is with the detonation of the fuses, they 
need to be carefully rigged and set, it is not an easy procedure to set a high 
explosive fuse, and then, subsequently, a delicately fused bomb would 
need to be bounced off the surface of the water, at high velocity, and then 
crash into the wall without detonating, and then sink down and detonate 
by v/ater pressure alone! I doubt this would be possible to achieve in 
World War Games II. But even if it was achieved by some unknown 
miracle, some unknown fuse device, the damage done to the Mohne dam 
is still not consistent with the bouncing bomb thesis that has been 
presented by various forms of media on both sides. Tliere is a problem 
with the naval operational explanations of depth-charge fuses also, but 
there is a problem with oil operational explanations of detonation fuses for 
bombs in general! 

I wondered how many other stories from the Kriegsspiel ‘wars’ 
were as false and misleading as the ‘bouncing bombs’ of Operation 


Chastise. Could World War Games II have been won by aerial bombing 
without internal sabotage from the German High Command? It appeared 
to me that it could not, and that the Allied ‘victory’ could have only' 
occurred with complete Gennan complicity in the Allied campaign against 
Germany. Again, it appeared that Germany itself was responsible for her 
own destruction, but it was a cultural destruction, not a destruction of life. 
Because the wars were fake, the causalties were only a fraction of what the 
statistics state. One can imagine that the rows and rows of cemetery 
crosses are mere theatrical props engraved with theatifcal stage names of 
fake soldiers. None of it is real! It is all lake. The military' technique of 
mass aerial bombing has significant problems in its logistical schemes - it 
simply does not make logistical sense when analysed fi’om a technical 
point of view. Tlie systematic destruction of German real estate by Allied 
bombers was a cover story, and not the actual military event during any 
‘aggressive war’. There are too many inconsistencies. But certainly it is not 
possible for one man alone to counter and to explain, in detaO, and rebut, 
all the ‘evidence’ that has been intricately devised over the many decades 
since the campaign. My recondite investigation postulates a peculiar 
intuition as a governing factor on behalf of the lone individual when faced 
with a Mass Conspiracy - in the face of a gigantic Conspiracy of Demiurgic 
proportions! War is Kriegsspiel, a theatrical performance, where people 
may die, perhaps, by accident — but not in the numbers reported - the 
results are not always so plain to see and the motives and methods are 
hidden, but the numbers of war casualties would be only a small fraction 
of what has been reported - the military and state departments are indeed 
pretending that ‘war’ is more deadly than it actually is (in actual fact a 
war-zone is safer and more well-managed than eveiyday civilian life). And 
the ‘War Games’ can only be conducted with the consistent compliance of 
both sides who only appear to be opposed: in actual fact, both the Allies 
and the Germans were compliant in all aspects of their destructive games, 
it took both their deliberate, attentive and intimately sustained 
cooperation, working closely together in all aspects to achieve the planned 
and managed results. Hitler, as Supreme Commander, must have known 
the processes of Kriegsspiel and all it contained and, of course, he was 
intimate with all those involved in it. All those who lived through so-called 
war-times, are guilty of propagating lies and treason - they have betrayed 
those they lied to. The entire Hitlerian Mythos and that of the Tliird Reich 
and National Socialism is absolutely and fundamentaUv reliant on there 
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being a tnie and real World War. If the World Wars were in any way stage- 
managed, even to a small degree, this means that the entire Hitlerian 
M> 1 iios and that of the Third Reich and National Socialism disintegrates 
into a common fraud! A Mass Fraud! All tliose who have in anyway 
contributed to these so-called wars are then guilty of deception and, 
ultimately, guilty of Treason. Also, a new description must be invented to 
describe this type of crime - ‘Trauma Inducing Hoax Crime’ - Traumatism 
caused by the psychological damage associated with the propagation of 
false wars. All those who have contributed to the propagation of these fake 
wars, whether that be the fake Napoleonic Wars, or the fake Indian 
Wars, or the fake World Wars, or the fake Vietnam War, or the fake 
Afghanistan, Syrian, Bosnian, Gaza, and so on, whatever fake war that has 
ever been invented and propagated, and there are thousands of them - 
they are all fake — so all those who have contributed to them are guilty of 
Hoax Crimes - and they must confess their crime; I confess that I am 
guilty also, but on the lesser charge, because I just repeated the lie that 
was told to me - that war was real - this is a lie. War is a hoax - totally 
faked! A Military General, for example, would be guilty in the first degree, 
whereas an ordinary civilian would be guilty only in the third degree. But I 
confess that I truly did not know that it was not real, I thought it was real, 
because the lies were so convincing and told on such a mass scale by so 
many humans that it indeed seemed real, but it was only Trauma Inducing 
Hoax Climes. Humanity, as a collective whole, is therefore guUty of these 
Hoax Crimes, aimes against Truth. 

Hie concept of aerial night bombing is flawed. Tlie idea that a 
specially designed, low-flying ‘taiget-flnding force’ of planes could identify 
a target in enemy territory, that was supposedly hostile, presents too many 
problems, that would be, under real circumstances, impossible to 
surmount. The radar and pvTotechnics employed for target-finding, and 
the ‘bomb-sighting’ equipment, are all insufficiently explained, and are 
inadequate as a functioning system; for example, the Oboe radar 
equipment, the supposed equipment tliat was able to guide an aircraft to 
its designated target {using ground-based radar), and the H2S, an 
airborne radar set which allegedly was capable of designating a target, on 
the ground, which made possible the accurate unloading of bombs over 
the target by the bomber pilots. The idea that the ‘Pathfinders’ could mark 
an aiming point to within 200 metres of the target is mechanically, as well 


as logistically, impossible with the equipment available at the time. If one 
then considers the coordination required between the ‘Pathfinders’ and 
the bombing plane squadrons, [and the coordination of the large bombing 
plane formations themselves) and as well as the atmospheric conditions, 
then the proposition is untenable. Only a carefully choreographed, multi- 
media produced, elaborate theatrical performance could produce such an 
effect as a bombing raid... 

The concept of a ‘barometric fuse’ in a ‘target indicator' is flawed. 
And, more significantly, it is not an adequate explanation as to how the 
targets were located by the target-finding low-flying planes that were 
allegedly used to identity and visually mark the targets which the bombers 
would then bomb. The ‘Pathfinder’ planes woidd have been as blind as the 
bomber planes! In the day and especially so at night! To this problem, it 
is proposed that the ‘Pathfinders' could find their targets even by the ‘light 
of the moon’, and by using sextants for navigation (apparently an 
inexperienced pilot could do this vtith only six months flying training, in a 
foreign land and on his first attempt!). Even with the militaiy concoction 
of the non-workable military ‘radar systems’, the numerous explanations 
of the happenings of the bombing campaign are flawed on several levels. 
There is no actual visual footage that could be used as evidence of a 
‘Pathfinder' plane in action; post-war movies were produced to convince 
the public that this is how the bombing of Geman cities was achieved, but 
these are movies, not actual war footage (it was the Germans who invented 
the movie and the screen on which movies were played and all of the 
equipment needed for making and screening movies, the German public 
were watching movies about Kriegsspiel on televitzion sets whUst the 
British and American public were still listening to the radio - the Russian 
pubhc had neither) and when all mUitary planes were equipped with 
cameras and film recording devices, the question arises as to why there is 
no recorded footage of a ‘Pathfinder’ plane in action; however, it is an easy 
matter in faking such cinematography, in the same way as the bomber 
planes unloading their bombs over targets is fake cinematography. One 
can also ask: how was it possible for ‘reconnaissance flights’ and 
‘photographic missions’ to take place over hostile German territory, in the 
clear bright light of day, without hostile fire from German planes and 
ground-based guns? With the unarmed reconnaissance and photographic 
flights taking place in broad daylight over targets which supposedly had 
just been bombed or were to be bombed! How is it that a British spy 
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plane, completely defenceless, flying low and slow, can take photographs 
in broad daylight, and yet the heavy bombers, accompanied by 

defensive gunners, could only fly at night so as to avoid being seen by 
Gernian planes or ground-based Flak positions? Obviously, a daylight 
bombing raid would have been identified as soon as the heav>' bombers 
were in enemy territory. Tlie bombers would have then been easy pickings 
for German fighter planes and Flak - even if they did manage to somehow 
drop a bomb, they certainly would have never made it back to their base... 
It makes no sense! There are literally thousands of such questions that 
could be put forward and none of the questions can be correctly explained 
or answered. The technical explanations being offered are all inconsistent 
with the results found. 

The detonation procedures of the bombs themselves is 01 - 
explained... How the bombers were able to load the bombs, which are 
notoriously fragile and temperamental, into their bomb-bay positions of 
the fuselage (considering that some of these bombs were up to ten tonnes 
in weight) and then take off from rough and hastily built runways, and 
then fly, long distances, in freezing cold atmospheric conditions, with 
great turbulence and vibrations, and then drop the bombs over the 
intended enemy target, fi'om a great height, with extreme (impossible 
rather) accuracy, and have the bombs detonate perfectly (impossibly 
ratlier) when they hit their designated targets!!! Tliis is something 
incredible... Incredible!!! But what is more incredible is the sheer scale of 
the deception and lies... And how can one individual counter such a 
massive deception as this? The problem of the detonation of these bombs, 
that is the problem that first must be looked at but there are so many 
inconsistencies in the entire procedure of military bombing raids... How 
does one articulate a response to the problems? The magnitude and the 
sheer scale of the lies that have been enacted to cover up the problems are 
oveiwhelming - the detonation of these bombs during the Allied bombing 
campaigns is seriously flawed but the entire concept of the aerial bombing 
campaigns is seriously flawed also. 

It is not possible for me to counter all of the lies... I can only 
intuitively move through them, and onwards, past them. In doing this, all 
of my previous conceptions of reality are bombed into oblivion! And the 
result, for me, is Shell Shock. 


It is not physically possible for the ‘Flying Fortresses’ to have 
dropped their bombs and directly hit the Messerschmitt factory in 
Regensburg. It is impossible. I would submit to Generalleutnant Joachim- 
Friedricli Huth, Sir Arthur Harris, Hermann Goring, and the British and 
Geiman Air Ministries, that this is not possible. Not in daylight, nor at 
niglit, nor at any time is it possible for a long-range heavy bomber, flying 
at high altitudes, to hit a designated target on the ground with the 
equipment and mechanics that are specified as being the capabilities of 
the bomber planes of that particular time. This means the only way that 
the Messerschmitt factory could have been destroyed (as it has been 
described by the Germans themselves), so accurately, was if, like the 
destruction of Mohne dam, it was ground-rigged for demolition by the 
Germans themselves, using in-situ demolition explosives that were 
expertly rigged, on the ground, by precision detonators and explosive 
fuses, carefully placed and handled, and all engineered on the ground, by' 
German axplosive engineers - or it was demolished by demolition 
equipment and the fires were just special effects added to lend an air of 
authenticity. This I submit, but I do not expect that I will receive an 
adequate response... 

Germany was always a nation at war with itself. Germany was 
always a divided nation, dirided into factions and classes that constantly 
fought with each other. But the divisions were predetermined and 
deliberate. Hitler could not comprehend how these divisions came to be, 
and he saw the solution to the divisions as being the collective unity of the 
German peoples, however this is just a narrative of the National Socialist 
story. Part of which the French, English and the Americans, and to a large 
extent, also the Russians, were all Germanic racial stock, their root being 
the German lands, their ancestors being also Geimanic — they spoke 
Germanic languages (both English and Russian, and also French, are 
Germanic languages), they were at their biological core root — Geimans... 
The monarchies and so-called Royal Families were also all descended fi'om 
Geiman Royal Houses. But Hitler presents a Darwinian reason as to why; 
nations struggling against other nations, at least that is how it appears 
fi'om a diplomatic angle in the beginning, so he seeks the unity of the 
German people, regardless of the false divisions that had been inflicted 
upon them and thus he was against all divisions that were the cause of the 
supposedly open hostilities between Germans. But the point I make is that 
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there could be no open hostilities if the hostilities were fahe, and no 
straggle between nations if the nations were never at war with each other, 
not at an>’ time, because war is fahe! If the bombings were faked and the 
Gernians demolished their own cities then, I am afraid, all the narratives 
disintegrate. Because what is worse is not that the German cities and 
German people were bombed, but that thev pretended diat they were 
bombed, when, in fact, they were responsible for the demolition of their 
own nation. And that this grand Hoax was deliberately planned and 
deliberately executed by nefarious and surreptitious means. The collusion 
of the High Commands of the opposing forces is evident to me and both 
sides must have also colluded with international forces and international 
corporations that appear to be managed by the factions inside and outside 
of Germany. But all of these mortal forces and hosts are stiU not capable of 
executing such a gigantic era-spanning Conspiracy. There is anotlier 
unseen, unknovm Entity which is vastly more powerful, and this Entity 
remains hidden. I see the destruction of Germany, but not as it has ever 
been seen before - the 400 million cubic metres of nibble, and the niins. 

Betrayed we were, because we believed, now what is left for us - zum 
TotenReich] The bombing was rigged, rigged from the inside, I tell you... If 
their crimes of betrayal are revealed and the mask of innocence is ripped 
off, revealing the weft with deceit, then my welter is justified against these 
crimes that wore a mask of innocence. A Mask worn to betray innocence, 
and if the Mask was innocence then what value has innocence anymore? 
Innocence is liable now! This tangled skein I will undo, and then the wise 
that follow will know the way revealed. 


EPILOGUE 

Firmly have I been impressed, and now cannot depart from the 
truth till Schonrer Tod come to me, to take me home in Astral 
form, bound as in silken shroud and to weave a way through 
Gerda's maze, to finally take a place in celestial mansions of my 
farawav home. 


LM:ation36iO 









